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To the Firſt Edition. 


= UFFICE it to ſay of this Publication, 
that the Author of it is a very obſcure 
Young Woman, and quite deſtitute of the Ad- 
vantages of Education, as well as under great 
bodily Affliction, Her Father dying when ſhe 
was young, and leaving alarge Family unpro-. 
vided for, ſhe went out to Service at ſixteen 
Years of Age; in which Station ſhe continu- 

ed till Aug 1772 3 when Diſorders ſeized _ 
her, which ever ſince have baffled the Power _. 
of Medicine and the Skill of Phyſicians, —- 3 
But God, who is rich in Mercy, was pleaſed, - =} 
in Love to her Soul, at the beginning of the 
Affliction, marvellouſly to manifeſt Himſelf. 

unto her, and has been inſtructing her from 

that time in the Things pertaining-to His 
Kingdom and the Righteouſneſs thereof — as 

the following poetic Performances, which are 
printed from the Author's own Hand-writing A 
(who, by the way, LEARNT HERSELF to write) | 4 
do in ſome meaſure witneſs. But, ſuch is her 
modeſty, they would never have appeared to 

the World in her Liſe- time, if it had not been 

* 2 3 that 


** 4 


ay 


PREFACE: 


that ſome Months ago, ſhe thought ſhe was 


actually in dying Circumſtances ; ſhe therefore 
committed them to the Care of the Editor, 
charging him to let none ſee them till after her 
deceaſe.— But as ſhe appears now much more 
likely to live, than at the beginning of her Af- 
fiction, (tho? without any Proſpect of ever be- 
ing able to earn her Bread) he could not be 
eaſy to let them lay by him any longer, „hid 
up in a Napkin;” thinking, that the Talent 
was given her to profit withal, and that they 
might, under the Bleſſing of the Moſt High, 
be of ſome Uſe to others, more eſpecially to 
the Sons and Daughters of Aff ction. | 
The Reader may depend upon it, If there 


ſhould be any Profit-ariſe from the Sale there- 


of, it will be faithfully applied to the Author's 
Uſe. | 
That the Blefling of Him, Who giveth 
Songs in the Night,” may make it profitable 
to thoſe who are training up in the SchooFof 
AMiQion on Earth, for ſinging the Song of 
Moſes and the Lamb in Heaven, is the fervent 


Prayer of 


The EDITOR. 


IPSWICH, 
Jan. 6, 1780. 
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The Recommendation. 


HESE little Sonnets, called “ Songs 
4 in the Night,” now paſs under a ſecond 
Edition, with ſome Additions.—Sufficient is 
ſaid in the Preface to the firſt Edition, as to 
the Situation and affecting Circumſtances of 
the Compoſer of them; the Truth of which 
Account I have thoroughly informed myſelf 
of, and do aſſure the Public, ſhe has no cer- 
tainty of a tolerable Support, under her ill- 
ſtate of Health, but from the Donation of her 
Friends, and the Advantage ſhe may reap from 
this further Publication : So that her Caſe is 
is truly deſerving all charitable Regard, and, 
as ſuch, I ſincerely recommend it. 


And beſides this, without fearing cenſurey 
T think theſe little Productions deſerve to be 
recommended to the candid, and even curious 
Reader; as a pleaſing Entertainment for ſuch 
to obſerve, what may be the efforts of uncul- 
tivated Genius, connected with a true Spirit 
ol Piety.— am ſenſible, there may be ſeveral 
24 ® .cccafiondl 
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-iv The RECOMMENDATION. 


occaſional eſcapes, as to her Language, Gram- 
mar, and other Ornaments of exact Writing, 
as well as ſome Inſtances of her County- 
phraſeology; which, however, it has been 
Judged proper to let ſtand, as coming from 
Her Pen, rather than attempt Corrections in 
thoſe particulars. Nevertheleſs, I. am free to 
own, that I have been greatly pleaſed with 
her uniformity of Sentiment, the propriety 
with which ſhe uſeth Words leſs common, and 
the general Smoothneſs of her Verſification. 
And as to the pious Reader, I flatter myſelf, 
ſuch will be entertained profitably and plea- 
fantly, without any thing more being ſaid, 
man that the whole ſeems to breathe a true 
+ Spirit of ſublime Devotion, and the Subject- 
matter is highly Evangelical:—A fit Compani- 
on for the Cloſet to thoſe, whole circumſtances 
In life do not admit of much reading beſides 
the Bible. e | 


"Her . Modeſty alſo has been ſo remarkable, 
that the Editor of the firſt Edition with great 
difficulty gained her Conſent to their ſeeing the 
Light, without giving her Name, which he 
could not obtain. But, as it is an indulgence 


to the curioſity of ſome Readers, to know -who- 


is the Writer; in this ſecond Edition the has 
uns 
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The RECOMMENDATION, „ 


n- gratified her Friends, by drawing up the 
19s following Acroſtic. 

y — 72 

en 


4$ - hall I preſume to tell the World my Name? 


- 6 U - p to this Hour I glory in my Shame: 

in 8 o great my Weakneſs, that T boaſt of Might; 
to A Fool in Knowledge, yet in Wiſdom right; 
th No Life, and yet I live; I'm fick, and well ; 
ety Not far from Heav'n, tho' on the brink of Hell; 
ind Ae nd Words, and Oaths, and Blood delight me 
on. 32 well. | | 
elf, N. o range! I'm deaf, and dumb, and na 
ea- and blind, 
aid, A - nd hear, and ſee, and walk, and talk, you find. 
true N obbꝰ d by my deareſt Friend, I'm truly poot 
ect- R iches immenſe 4 always have in ſtore. 
ani - 1 -*m fed by Mortals ;—but let Mortals Know-. 
aces 'S - uch is my Food, no Mortal can beſtow. 
des O - h! how I long to die, andwiſh to live! 


N . if 105 can, explain th" Account I give? 


N 
1 


ible, Upon the whole, as I am \ perſuad her 
zreat <hief Deſire, by this Publication, is Wa 

g the the plain Chriſtian, in maintaining and®*mak- . a 
h he ing progreſs in the Divine Life; ſo I ſincerely © 


Pray, that the Bleſſing of „the God of aft 
Grace” may eminently ſucceed her well-meant 
Endeavor? | 


HACKNEYT, 
March 13, 1781+ 


JOHN CONDER. 
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ALPHABETICAL TABLE 
Of the firſt Lines. | 


"_ 


LL Glory belongs to Jeſus alone, 
Am I indeed born from above? 

Ariſe, my Soul, to Jeſvs fly, 
Attend, my Soul, and trembling hear, 
Awake, my Heart !-—-my Soul, ariſe ! 
Away my Doubts, be gone my Fear, 
Be Gone, my worldly Cares, away! 
Behold, He comes, the Saviour comes, 
Be merciful, O God, to me, 
By Holineſs and watchful Care, 
Bring all the brutiſh and unwiſe, 
Chaſten'd I am from Day to Day, 
Chriſtian, wouldſt thou in Grace excel, 
Come, each deſponding, drooping Soul, 
Come, O my doubting Soul, attend, 
Come view the Field of Love divine, 
Coudemn me not, moſt gracious God, 
Deceivers will affect i' appear 


*Gainft Thee, Thou Holy, Juſt, and Wiſe, 


God and his Law are my Delight, 
God of my Days, God of my Nights, 
Good News theſe bleſſed Words impart, 
Grace will to every Duty bind, 

Haſte that delightful—awful Dax 
Hear this, ye Fav'rites of the Lord, 
High in the Heavens doth God refide, 
How are my Powers all tun'd to mourn 
How oft doth Beauty lead to Sin, 

How ſhould the Morning of my Days, 
How ſuitable this Word to me, 
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| | T fear the God of Heaven and Earth, » 86 <4 89 
| I languiſh for a Sight » 0. > 
} I think my Table richly ſpread, . 110 - 111 No 
| In this extreme Diſtreſs of Soul, 206 - 29 No 
| 1s this thy Will, and mui 1 be . 133 - 136 No 
| Is this unpleaſant Cup now given . 102 - 101 No 
| Is Jeſus evermore the ſame ? 12 - 113 No 
11 I, Jeſus, am aſcended high, « 117 120 No 
Jeſus exalts his Fav'rites high, » 113 - 115 No 
Jeſus, I now addreſs thy Throne, 123 - 12s No 
Jeſus, my Advocate and King, :' 09 + =. +. Oc 
Jeſus, my Hiding-place Thou art, i - 296 O « 
Jeſus, my mourning Soul doth lead, . 107 »- 1c6 of 
Jeſus the great, the Mighty God, -" 19 18 on 
Jeſus, Thou God of Nations, bend 121 125 Of 
Jeſus, thy Love is ſtill my Theme, - 79 - 75 O « 
Jeſus, when I can ſee thy, Face, + 104 103 O 
Ler all my anxious Cares be gone, - 39 - 37 01 
Let all the heavenly Hoſts rejoice, = 69 - 66 01 
Let me adore His boundleſs Grace, 1229 ; 
Let me lie proſtrate on the Ground, + 94 - 92 | 
Let not the Learned and the Wiſe, 6. 80; = 2 
Let others wrapt in Self. conceit, - 36 35 1 ? 
Let Praiſe employ my Heart and Tongue: 18 - 18 wn, 
' Like Enoch I would ſeek to be, » 131 — 134 = 
E” Look, O my Soul, within the Veil, 116 - 119 * 
3 Look unto Me, the Saviour cries, = 38 — 36 Say 
| Lord, can a Helpleſs Worm, like me, » 63 - 60 She 
tag Lord, Captivate my every Thought, 0. *" 06 Tel 
Lord, I confeſs my Guilt and Shame, » 64 - 61 Th 
, N 0 
Lord, is not this my one Defire, - I; » The 
Lord, is it not my Soul's Deſire - 70 67 Th 
Lard, fearch and try this Heart of mine, + 20. = 19 . 
Lord, tis enough, at length I own, » 65 - 62 Thi 
Lord, What am I without thy Love? 3 56 — 33 = 
My God !—for 1 can call Thee Mine; « 109 109 1 
: My God, how reſtleſs is my Mind! a, EN 8 — 
My Life declines, my Strength is gone, » 86 33 5 
My Soul, what doſt thou here ? „2114 - 117 Tho 
No Man, nor Angel, can compare. © "oy. a a wag 
No more of Wogks I vainly boat, „ 66 63 "Tis 


Now have I ſpent in Sighs and Tears, 
Now, let me from this World retire, 


Now let my Faith gtow ſirong, and plead 


Now let my Faſth ok thro! her Fears, 
Now let my Soul adere and praiſe 

Now may the God of boundleſs Grace, 
Now ihall my Soul adore the Grace, 
Now, whilſt I try my Heart 

O could I find ſome peaceful Bow'r 

O could I to Ferus lem go, 

Of Reſt I hear, of Reft I talk, 

Often, great God, I've heard of Thee, 
Olt has my Soul in Secret bleſs'd 

O God, how mournful is my caſe ! 

O happy Souls that love the Lord, 

O let Jehovah's lib'ral Hand, 

O let me lay my Anger by 

O Scul-reviving Word, 

O Thou, who ſhin'ſt in bright abode, 
O what a vain and empty World is this ! 
Rapid my Days and Munths run on, 
Remember me, thou great I Au, 
Riches immenſe are in thy Hand, 
Salvation's Work is done : 

Say, Is this wild, corrupted Nation 
Shew me the Soul to Doubts expos'd, 
Tell me no more of earthly Toys, 

Thee will I love, my deareſt Lord, 

The Lord of Lords, and King of Kings 
The Rain deſcends, the Tempeſts riſe 
The Tri-une God above, | 

Thine Anger, Lord, how ſhort the Stay, 
This Blefling, Lord, to me impart— 
This Promiſe is to Sinners made, 

This wretched Heart will till backſlide, 
Tho” I of Sinners am the chief, 

Thou art acquainted with my Heart, 
Thou God of Juſtice and of Grace, 

*Tis my Beloved's awful Voice; 
Tremble, my Soul, Fall down before 
To God I'd ſeek in each Dill reſs, 


TA D *L . 


= I thank Thee, O my Father and my God, 1 3 % 141 


ui TA TA EL E. 


To Aim that "EI Salvation nigh, 2 33..- 
To Him, to Him, whoſe Love hath wrought - 17 = 


90 Blefſed Words, and welcome to my Soul! 14 » 160 
17 "The Tims 15 SHORT ;—How awful is the ſound! 5 
Thos the Apoſtles pray d: and, O my Soul, 13 
Vp to the eternal Hills 1 lift mine Eyes, " 9 


be i ng AE haſt thou deprav'd my Nature thus ? 7 
_ While Lam call'd to reaſon, Lord, with Thee, as Fx. 1 


. er I am, Thou Ju't and Wiſe, 11 


To Thee, again my gracious God, 122 
| To Thee, my God, I make my moan, » 99 = 
To ns, to us a Child is born, 8 » 
Torn, O my Soul, frem Moſes turn, — 37 = 
Unfertife, intricats; and ſtrange, 2 
Well may I groan beneath thy Stroke, - 28: - 
What alls this vile, deceitful Heart? 44 T5 » 
When will my ſweet Releaſe be fign'd, — 87 = 
Were is the underſtanding Heart. - 50 » 
= Where ſhall I go but to my Lord, - % - 
* Who is this heavenly Perſon, who - 8& - 7 
12S Why does this Room fo often prove "faq '- 298 
Woo ſhould the Dread of finful Man 24 a 4 
3 Why, Jenab, does thine Anger rife ? - 73 » 69 
Why, © my Soul, theſe gloomy Fears ? - 67 - 64 ; 
Why thus caft down, my Soul? . 103 102 ; 
Will God be mexciful to me, = 57 - 585 
| Withost the Aid of ſovereign Grace, - 124 128 4 
Te highly favour'd, who profeſs - 54 - $52 
LT EMEDITATION 8s. | 
But why, my Soul, ſo much diſpos'd to grieve? 6 146 , 
Come, Jeſus, thou Defire of Nations, come! 16 - 163 
How aFtive, O how oum'rous are my Thoughts! 15 - 16r 3 


How did the heavenly Multitude rejoice, 311 38 


O ſolemo Thought ! Weak Man is boru to die. 4 - 144 


WhySm.I not conſign'd to endleſs Woe? . 2 


"Who wauld not fear Thee, O Thou King of Saints! 30 


What * hai undauuted Zeal 15 &* 
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SONGS in the NIGHT. 
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ö New Narr. 8 4 
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| APID my Days and Months run on, 

How ſoon another Year is gone! 

- How ſwift my golden Moments roll, „ 

How much neglected by my Soul ! wo 


2 Let me begin with holy Fear 
This new, this fleeting, flying Years. 
Too many unimprov'd have paſiſd , 
This Year, perhaps, may he my | kit... 


* ; 
SY "of * — . 


be” 
= 


3 Give me, Great God, an Heart — +” C 4 
Let all old Things be done away; 
Give me new Strength to conquer Si 


And plant new Holineſs within. 


4 I aſk-new Wiſdom for cis Year, 1.3” 
New Fitneſs for my Trials heres f 
Of ev'ry Grace a richer Store, | 4 "3-308 "1 


| My God to love and honour more, 5 q 
x This Year, O heath Wars direful Sword? | i} 4 
Let every Nation ſerve the Loxp : mo 1 3 


| + Rock thy Church, and may ſhe ber 5 


(2 ) 

* ; | ; F Wn. 
| Faſt Day, Fb. 27, 1778. f 
THOU, who ſhin' in bright Abode, 
Tneffable in Glory, —Gop ! 


Angels Thy Majeſty adore, 
V And Devils tremble at Thy Pow'r. 


2 O Thou, moſt Holy, Wiſe, Supreme, 
Juſt to revenge, Strong to redeem ! 


Enlarge gur Hearts before Thy Throne, 
While 0 er a guilty Land we mourn. ... = 
3 "AT and of Violence and Seri ſe, B * 
8 Regardleſs of a peaceful Life. + To g 
2 A Land whoſe Guile for Vengeance cries, 
| Full of Oppre ſſion, Vice, and Lies. Il 
„ 1 4 And 
460 Thou, whoſe condeſcending Grace 18 
. Wu Shines glorious in a SAviaus's Face: 1 
i i n Now, for His Sake, bow. down 'Thine Ear, | 
* | ' 5 8 Averr the Judgments that we tear, Up to 
l } 1 1 80 Thou, whoſe Goodneſs we've abus'd, = 2 
_ Whoſe Love, and Mercy we've retus'd-! He lov 
Guilty before Thy Face we ſtand, 
And aſk Forgivenels at Thine Hand. ToH 
6 © Thoy, whoſe Wiſdom's all divine! Then 


"+ © No Counſel ſtands fo ſirm as Thine; 
; 4 Whou God of Order and of Peace, 


Command this dreadful War to ceaſe. 


. 7 Bing the contending Parties m Ag Still 4 
5 5 And reconcile us in Thy Fear: | That" 
a & 9)! That we may yet ſecurely refs Ty, 16 "e's 


Rt A Nation by Junovax het & 
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III. 
A Morning Hymn 


e, Tu the Morning will I dire my Prayer unto Thee, 
and will look up, Pf. v. 3. 


OW ſhould the Morning of my Days 
Be ſpent in humble Prayer and Praife, 
To Him who gave me Lite and Breath, 
And ill preſerves my Soul from Death. 


God has from Sleep reſtor'd my Sight, = 
Pi! praiſg Him for the Morning-Light: 

For His protecting Grace I'll pray, 

To guard and keep me all the Day. * 


I'll ſtill reſolve to ſeek his Face, 

And praiſe Him for redeeming Grace ; | | 

I love-his Name, I love his Word, _— 
I love to commune with the Lord. > 44 


Up to his Throne I 11 lift my Eyes, | 9 
He willgegard my early Cries : Shs, 8 5 
He will not frown my Soul away "i 
He loves to hear his Children pray. 


To Him I'll dedicate my Days, 

Then ſhall I profper in my Ways: 
And whilſt my Calling 1 purſue * "1 
His Praiſe ſhall terminate my View. WADE { 


oo. 


A K 0 my his condeſcending Love, 1 ; 
„„en draw my Heart to Things aboxe ;. Ros FN * 
I. That 1 among his Saints may know, 1 L. $ 
11 he Joys of Heaven watts bel g 
iy! 6. 97 N. B mY IV. An FR * 
0 * ORs 5 % 
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i IV... 
A Ax Evening Hyu un. ; 


bs. out thy Light and thy Truth, Pf, xliii. 4 
0b of my Nays, God of my Nights, 
Source of my Soul's ſupreme Delights, 


| Come, manifeſt thy Love to me. 
= And let me cloſe this Day with Thee. 


2 Nearneſs to Chriſt I fain would find, 
O let not Diſtance vex my Mind; 
I long to know my Sins forgiv'n, 
To converſe with the God of Heay'n. 


_—_— 10 3 Send, Source of Light, ſome chearing Ray, 
lo turn wy Darkneſs into Day; 

ce . N "1 mourn and think thy Abſence long, 
0 O liſten to my Evening Song, ] 


4 Command my Blindneſs to depart ; 
Still keep me from a careleſs. Heart: 


1 ' * Lord, captivate each vain Defire, _ 6 ( 
"MY And raiſe theſe, vile Affections higher. , 
1 | $ 0 let the Mercies of this Day, 
ih Teach me to praiſe as well as pray: 


No take, my Soul, on Jeſu's Breaſt, *, _, 
| Thy ſafeſt, ſweeteſt, ſureſt Reſt, 


| { FF a V. . 0 
13 | _ 
9 * Saturday Night, © ow: ts 
FB Gong my worle y Carex, 11 F 3 
gl da r my iche e 6 
. | l 5 N $1 
| Þ... 
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N 
Let me begin th enſuing Day 
Before I end this Night. 


2 Yes, let the Work of Prayer and Praife 
Employ my Heart and Tongue; 
Begin, my Soul !-—"Thy Sabbath Days 
Can never be too long. 


Let the paſt Mercies of the Week 
Excite a grateful Frame: 


Nor let my Tongue refuſe to ſpeak | "2 
Some good of Jeſu's Name. | 


4 Jeſus! How pleafing is the Sound! 
How worthy of my Love 
Why is my Heart i lifeleſs found? 
11 Why plac'd no more above; 


5 Forgire thy Dulineſs, deareft Lord, 


And quicken all my Pow'rs ; bY * 5 i 
Prepare me to attend thy Word, 
T' improve the ſacted Hous. 
| >& 3 oF. 17 


6 Oa Wings of Expectation borne s, 2 


My Hopes to Heav'n aſcend : * 5 | 
I long to welcome in the Morn, We 1 b 
With Thee the Day to ſpend. 1 
! a | : | . , 


WAKE, my Heart ! my Soul, te ; 4, 
i This is the Day Believers prize: 
. 8 this Sabbath then with Care: PR "6 mY 3 


a not be thy Sha WP, i 
1 i ens wo 


, 2, S - , 
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9 
2 O ſolemn Thought —L.oid, give me Pow'r 
Wiſely to fill up ev'ry Hour: 


O foy the Wings of Faith and Lore 
To bear my Heart and Soul above. 


3 Jeſus aſſiſt, nor let me fail 
To worſhip thee within the Veil; 
To glorify thy matchleſs Grace, 


4 Go with me to thy Houſe To day, 
And tune my Heart to praiſe and pray ; 
Like Dew command thy Word to fall, 
Refreſhing, quick'ning; ſaving All. 


5 Call forth my Thoughts, and let them rove, 
Oer the green Paſtures of thy Love; 

O let not Sin prevent my Reſt, 

Nor keep me from my Saviour's Breaſt. 


6 Give to thy Church a large Increaſe, 
Send her Proſperity and Peace; 
May all the Saints in Zion ſay, 


| [ 0 happy, happy, happy Day! 


vun. 
Lora s-Day Evening 


ET me adore Hillonndicts Grace, 
His Condeſcenſion and His Love: * 
* Weh taught my Soul to ſeek His Face, ah 
And drew my Heart to Things above. 


MY 


To fee the Beauties of thy Face. * 


br 


"© P54 


2 Fain would I fing and praiſe the Lord, 
Ott has He bleſs'd me in his Houſe ; 
Fain would | live upon his Word, 
And keep my oft-repeated Vous. 


wr 


3 Yet would I mourn with conſcious ſhame, 
What Sin my holieſt Duties ſtain ; 
My beſt Performances are lame, 
And all without th' Atonement vain, 


4 Chriſts Righteouſneſs alone I plead, 
And caſt my Offerings at his Feet; 
His Merits maſt for me ſucceed, _ 
Thro' Him Acceptance I ſhall meet. 


s Thanks to his Name, his cov'nant Love. 

| Remains unalterably ſtrong : 12 

I hall his great Salvation prove, | 
He is my Light, my Lite, my Songs 


6 My Heart is now his bleſt abode, | 

I love his Ways, his Name revere; © 

Soon ſhall I mount the Hill of God, 1 
To ſpend an endleſs Sabbath there. 


4 


VIII. 


Un'o us a Child is born, untd's a Son is given, and the 1 
Government ſhall be upaa "0 ſhoulder ; and his Name 


ſhall be called Wonderful ®Ofuaſeller, the Mighty God, 
of he Everlaſting Father, the Prince of Peace: If. ts. G 
at 1 O us, to us a Child is born, 125 


85 A Ariſe and hail the glorious Mane 
| 10 B 3 Come 


0 
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Come, let us praiſe the God of Heavn, 2 
To us, to vs a Son is given! 


2 To us, the guilty Race of Man, 
He comes !—an Infant of a Span! 
O let us ſing bis wond'rous Love, 

Which brings Salvation from above: 


3 He comes, all potent, to ſuſtain 
In Government an endleſs Reign. 
Sinners, rejoice, and ſpread his Fame, 
In Counstr Wonperevur his Name, 


4 The Mrcury Gop—The Paixck of Pzace, 
Whoſe Kingdom never ſhall-decreaſe : 
The EvexLasTinG FAaruzz's come 


How ſtrange !—A Servant—from the Womb! 


Wich Angels let our Souls adore 

The Virgin's Son—the Prince of Pow'r; 
Jeſus! with Praiſe inſpire our Tongues, - 
And then accept our grateful Songs. 


5 All Praiſe to God for Grace divine! 
13 The Hymn let Saints and Seraphs join; 
Let Heav'n with Hallelujahs ring, 
While we adore our new-born Kipg. 


; 15 
Thoughts at i Lord's Table. 15 
NOW let my Faith look thro' her Fears, 
And View my deareſt Lord. A 
_ Groaning in Agonies and Tears, 1 
That I might de reſtoi'd. n 
. 2 Methjnks 
A 40 | | 
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. 
2 Methinks I ſee the thorny Bands 
That tore his ſacred Head, 
His pierced Side, his wounded Hands, 
With Blood his Veſture red. 


2 — 1 — — — 3 


3 Tis with a melting Heart I view 
His Body broke for Sin ; 

That Murderer my Saviour flew, 
And put his Soul to pain, 


4 For Crimes and Vices not his own, 
A Sacrifice he fell; 


ACE, For me, vile Rebel, to atone, 
He bore the Pangs of Hell! 
= 5 For me his Table now is ſpread, ' 
2 And each believing Gueſt, 


Richly ſet forth with living Bread, 
And Wine of Truth and Grace. 


6 Here Peace and Pardon ſweetly flow : + 
O What delightful Food ? | 
Here is a Balm for all my Woe, 3 
With every needful Good, | 


7 Here is a Righteouſneſs divine, 
And Sin-ſubduing Grace; 
Here every Bleſſing meet and ſhine 
In my Redeemer's Face. 


8 Each was the Purchaſe of his 1 4 


rs, For Sinners ſuch as me: | 44 
All Glory to my dying God 1 9 
For Grace ſo rich and free. r 
| 9 Tras 1 
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9 *Twas his owt Love that ſpread the Fenſt, 51 
Twas Love that made bim die; 
His Love hath made my Soul a Gueſt; 
And rais d my Thoughts on high. 


10 Jeſus, I biet thy ſacted Namie 6 1 
For Favours ſo divine, | 

All that L have, and all I am, 0 
Shall be for ever thine. | 


X. 


Now the God of Hue fill you with all joy and Peace 
believing.” Rom. xv. 13 | 


1 „ p64 may the God of boundleſs Grace, 
The God of Hope ind Love, 


Fill each beheving Soul with Peace, 2 I'n 
And every Doubt remove. ] 
2 Let the bright Views of Jeſus raiſe Wh 
Our Songs divinely high; NO! 1 
And while our Tongues repeat his Praiſe, 3 Is 1 
Loet Gnef ſtand filent by. 1 
3 Rejoice, ye Sons of God, rejoice, Lea 
And doubt his Love no more; T 
Litt up your Hearts, Lift up your Voice, + Met 
And his rich Grace/adore. p1 
4 Reſt on his Word, for ever reſt, But 
And glory in his Name: * 

He'll cloath the Troublers of your Breafl, Wh 
With everlaſting Shame, | w 
RAS * | 5 Bepeath | 

8 * 
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5 Beneath your Feet he'll ſhortly tread 
The ſubtle Tempter down; 

_ *Gainſt you no Weapon ſhall ſucceed, 
While Jeſus wears the Crown. 


we 


6 Your Hope and Truſt he'll ne'er deceive. 
Raiſe, raiſe your Voices higher, 
O Happy Souls, who thus believe! 
He'll grant your whole Deſire. 


XI. 
| Herein is Love, 1 John, iv. 10. 
Peas 1 OME view the Field of Love divine, 
Where I delight to rove and glean, 


How pleaſant to this Soul of mine, | 4 
What Spices blow—whar Joys are ſeen! ay 


2 I'm loſt in Admiration here, q 
Is this the Garden of my God? . 9 

What fragrant Balm is that ſo near? 10 
Tis Pardon ſprinkled with rich * 


+ 


e, 2 Is this the Manner of his Lat” 
Did he to ſcreen my guilty Head, 
Leave thoſe celeſtial Joys above, 


To ſuffer Vengeance in my ſtead ? 


ce, + Methinks I ſee the dreadful Sword, 4 
Plung'd in his Body on the Tree: | j 
But why, O why, my deareſt Lord, 


Why this extreme Expence for me? , " 
aft, + Why this excruciating pain? INE. A | 
Why wilt thou ſuffer, bleed, and die? | N 


N 
1 


Why part wich Blood froth e ry Vein, 
To fave a Wreteh ſo vile as 1? 


F | 4 ] 

6 O let my Soul adoring bend, / 

Here is profound, ſtupendous Love; 8 

Too vaſt for me to comprehend, by 7 

Too vaſt for all the Saints above. 8 

7 Yet I would fain more fully know, 1 A 

That Thou art mine, more clearly ſee : 5 N 

By Faith engrafted let me grow, N 

Thou Root and Spring of Life, like Thee, H 

8 Make me a Plant of thy right Hand, * 

Thy full Salvation let me prove; 6 By 

is Patadife 1 then ſhall ſtand, ? H 

And live for ever in thy Love. 1 

XII. 7 

25 OY the 2 r, Herde and Te-Day, and wr g 
. Heb. xili. 8. 14 

* An 

Ts reli evermore the ſame? $0. 

Lean then, my Soul, upon his Name: To 

O bid rhine Unbelief be gone, Th 

And learn to live by Faith alone. Ne 


2 View his unchanging Mercy here, 
Jeſus, the ſump from Year to Lear; 
From Age to Age enduring ſtill, love t 

A The ſame in Goodneſs, Power, and Skilt, 


*: 4; Pity ſaw th expiring Thief, : 4 < 
» Aud chang'd 188 Lite his Grief: 1 


8 70 
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His Grace is now as rich and free 
As when he hung upon the Tree. 
4 Still his Compaſſion is the ſame 
To all that love and fear his Name; 


Stronger than Death his Truths abide, 
And none can turn his Love aſide. 


5 No Time can alter his Decrees, 
Nor change his precious Promiſes : 
His Word ſhall ſtand thro'endieſs Day, 
When Heaven and Earth are paſe'd aways 


6 But O how weak my Faith appears, 
How prone to yield to Doubts and Fears; 
Miſtruſting, when I'm chapg'd in Frame, 
That Jeſus is not till the ſame ! 

Why do I act ſo vile à Part, 
And grieve my dear Redeemer's Heart? 
Eſtabliſh, Lord, my wav'ring Mind, 
And keep my Unbelief conſin d. 


3 O help my Faich to ſoar abore, 
To reſt in thine unchanging Love:; 1 
Thy Faithfulneſs I now adore, © 4c, FP 
Ne'er would I grieve my Saviour more. 


XIII 


love them that love me, aud theſt that ſeek me tarly 
Hall. fund ne. + PrOYe viii. 17. 


I O Happy Souls that love the Lord, wh WW 
He will return them Love for Lo. 4 
All needful Grace he will afford 2 
To ſuch as ſeek the Joys above. . 4 
2 They 


Bw 
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Thee. 
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2 They in his kind Protection ſnare, 
He is their Father and their Friend, 
Jeſus will ſoften all their Care, Ty 
And help 1 in every Trouble end. fs 


8 
R e 


3 He views their Graces with Delight, 

He ſtands engag'd to do them good; 
Their Souls are precious in his Sight, 
Bought wich the Price of his rich Blood. 
4 Who would not ſerve ſo kind a God ? 

Who would not learn to truſt his Name ? 
Who would not tremble at his Rod, | 
And fly to hide them near the Lamb?) 


5 O come ard taſte his matchleſs Love, 
Ye young in Years, come ſeek the Lord: 
' Aſk, now, for Wiſdom from above, 
And God your Wiſhes will regard. 


6 Vour early Cries ſhall pleaſe him well, 

O let not Sin your Souls enſnare ; © 
Come ſhun the Paths of Death and ny. 25 
Religions nobleſt Pleaſures ſhare, © 
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WC Jeſus is worthy of your Love, 
DO let him have your firff Regard; 

Nor let your youthful Paſſions rove 

i Till you can ſay, you love the Lord, 

| . So ſhall wor ew Veal by bleſt, 
3 The Church ſhall over you rejoice, 1 

Jeſus himſelf hall be your Reſt, o 

Me Angels glory in your Choice, WAY. , 


>a > 


4 
3 
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r | 
Unto you that fear my Name, ſhall the Sun of Rigb- 


teomſneſi ariſe with Healing RR 
* Mal. 1 Iv. 4. 


OOD News theſe bleſſed Words impart 
To every humble, trembling Heartz 
Good News to all that fear the Lord, 
To all that truſt his ſacred Word. 


2 Tidings of Health, of Peace, of Joy, 
To thoſe whom Satan's Darts annoy : 
O let my Soul this News embrace, 

And wait the Coming of his Grace 


3 Jeſus, the Sun of Righteouſneſs, 
Will riſe and ſcatter my Diſtreſs: 
I ſhall behold the King of Kings, 
With health bright beaming from. his Wings 


One Smile from him, hke Noon's Diſplay, | 
Shall turn my Darkneſs into Day; 
One look of Love from Him ſhall raiſe 


My Doubts to Faith, my Pray'r to Praiſe, : 


5 Hewill ariſe, my Fears aſſuage, 
And ſhine in ſpite of Satan's Rage: 
Soon ſhall I ſee the glorious Sox, 
And fing the Wonders he hath done. 


0 


SR +. 
J 4 bat 1 ſhall give thee, 1 Kings, iii. g 
HEW me the Soul to Doubts expos d. 
(To ſuch ons uon! is por 9) 
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Aſk, faith the Lord, and let me bined 
What I ſhall now on thee beſtow? _ 


2 Say, what thy Wants, and what thy Woes ? 

Doſt thou in Me thy Truſt repoſe? 
f Art thou my Friend, fincerely true? 
i Speak, for thy Springs of Thought I wed. 


3 Art thou to Seriouſneſs inclin'd? tg 
I Aſk, and I'll ſolemnize thy Mind. 
Doſt thou want Love to Jeſu's Name? 
Aſk, and his matchleſs Love proclaim, 


| 


41 Doſt thou want Peace, and Pardon ſeal'd ? 
. Aſk, for they wait to be reveal'd. 
= Poſt thou want Faith, and holy Fear? 
3 2 Aſk, and behold the Bleſſings near. 


5 Doſt thou want Strength *gainſt Sin to fight ? 
=> Aſk, and I'll make thee ſtrong in Might. 
EF /*  Doſtthou want Light, and Life divine? 
IF | Aſk, and eternal Liſe is thine. 


6 Wilt thou be made completely whole ? 
Ax, and 1'll renovate thy Soul. 
OS This Inſtant aſk ; ariſe and Pray, 
© Nor loſe ſuch Bleſſings by Delay. ; 2. 


| XVI. 


But my God ſhall ſupply all your Need according 10 bi 
- Tiches i in Glory, by Chrift Fe t. Phil. iv. 1 
IcH Es immenſe are in thy MTs x # 
Thou * in whom I ttuſt; - . 
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In whom I live,” by whom I ſtand, 
Moſt Holy, Wiſe, and Juſt, 


es? 2 O how extenſive is thy Grace, 

How rich, how full, how free! 
| The needy thou delight'ſt to raiſe, 
v. Pl! tell my Wants to Thee, 


} 3 I want to fear thy ſacred Name, 
p I want to love thee more; 
IJ want to feel that heav'nly Flame 
Which I have felt before, 


4 1 want to know myſelf aright, 
To hear what Jeſus ſaith ; 
I want Repentance in thy Sight, 
I want a ſtronger Faith, 


5 I want to have my Soul reſigu'd, 
ht? Submiſſive to thy Will; 
I want a meek, in humble Mind: 
I want my Wants to feel. 4 
6 1 want a chaſte and fingle Eye: —. 
Thy gracious Ear ineline, = 
From Fulneſs Infinite ſupply ' + 
This empty ſoul of mine 
+ 5 Thro' Jeſus let theſe Bleſſings flow, 
He bought them with his Blood 
Now let a worthleſs Sinner know . 
| 1 Thy Promiſes made good. 4 
'& to 2 a _ 
4 " e XVII. e * | 
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3% 14's Him, to Him, whoſe. Lohan bath wrought 


More than I ever aſk'd or thought 4 
. 55 C2 reo 1 
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To Him my Powers aſpire to raiſe 
A grateful Song of humble Praiſe. 


2 Twas he that fought me from above, 
When quite a Stranger to his Love ; 
When ruſhing blindfold down to Hell, 


He ſaw, and caught me as I fell. 


3 To Him, to Him be Glory giv'n, 
Who taught my Soul the Way to Heav'n; 
To Him be praiſe, thro' endleſs Day, 
Who guides and keeps me in the Way. 


4 Praiſe Him, ye Angels round the Throne, 


Whoſe Blood did for my Sins atone ; 
He is your Glory, and your Boaſt, 
Praiſe Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 


„ 
ET Praiſe employ my Heart and Tongue: 
Let Grace, free Grace, be all my Song, 
While Life and Breath remains: 
In this ſweet Work I love engage, 


And when I quit this earthly Stage, 


I'll ing in nobler Strains. 
XIX. 


. Learn of me, for Jam meek and lowly i in Heart, 


Mat. xi. 29. af 


ESUS, the great, the Mighty God, 
A Matvof Grieſs became 7 

In Paths of Mecknefs here he 
And bore the Sinner's Shame, 


2 ae 0 
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C 19. ) 
2 Humility; how bright it ſhin'd 
In every Act he wrought : 
What Lowlineſs of Heart and Mind 
Appear'd in all he taught, 


3 Love to the human, fallen Race, 
Glow'd in his tender Breaſt : 
For Man he yielded to Diſgrace, « 
Forſaken and diſtreſt. 


4 Led as a Lamb to meet the Sword, 
He bow'd beneath the Stroke: 
Not one revengeful, angry Word, 
The dear Redeemer ſpoke. 


5 O may his Meekneſs be my Guide, 
The Pattern I purſue; 
How can I bear Revenge or Pride, 
With Jeſus in my view. ? 


| XX. Y 
Pride gocth before Dęſtruction. Prov. xvi. 18, 


ORD, ſearch and try this Heart of mine, 

Put every Sin to Death; 

I long to ſee my Pride reſign 
It's peſtilental Breath, 


* 
2 J dread it's Pow'r, I hate it's Name, 3 
It's ſad Effects I fear: 


Extinguiſh, Lord, this dang'rous Flame, 


Nor let one Spark appear, 3 


- 3 Hide it for ever from mine Eyes, 
It's helliſh Rage controul ;- 
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Leſt Wrath, de ſtructive from the Skies 
Conſume my guilty Soul. 


4 In Duſt and Aſhes I would lie, 
As leſs, as worſe than Nought; 
And mourn that ſuch a Wretch as I 
Should have one haughty Thought. 


5 Form, Lord, each Motion of my Heart 
Obedient to thy Will: 

In Thee the humble Soul has Part, 
My Breaſt let Meckneſs fill. 


XXI. 


He qwill not believe, ſurely ye Hall not be cfabliſbed. 
If. vii. 9. 


I TTEND, my Soul, and trembling hear, 
This awful Fruth demands your Fear ; 
Perfiſting ſtiil to diſbelieve, 
Nor Hope nor Grace can you receive. 
2 Attend to what th' ErERNAI faith, 
1 And pray inceſſantly for Faith ; 
W Leſt in an awful, haſt'ning Hour 
1 You fall to be reſtor'd no more. 
* Pray for that Faith which ſtands ſincere, 
= Which ſtrives till Death to perſevere ; 
2 That Faith which treads the Tempter down, 
1 Which apprehends the heav'nly Crown. 
I That Faith which gladdens all the Heart, 
Wn Cleanſing the Soul thro' ev'ry Part; 
That Faith which juſtifies, which draws 
The Will d' obey Jehovah's Laws. 9 
ox $ That 
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5 That Faith which works inſpir'd by Love, 
Shed by the Spirit from above; 
That Faith which can the Croſs ſuſtain, 
And ſing in Poverty aud Pain, 


6 Faith which can Satan's Schemes deftroy, 
And fill the Soul with conſtant Joy, 
Which ſees its Path in darkeſt Night, 
And keeps the heav'nly Port in Sight, 


7 O precious Faith! May I be found 
Eſtabliſh'd on its happy Ground: 
Inſtruct me, Jeſus, from above, 
And build me up in Faith and Love, 


Then let the riſing billows roll, 
Faith is the Anchor of my Soul: 
I'm well ſecur'd on ev'ry fide, 
Fix'd firm in Chriſt, my Rock, my Guide, 


XXII. 

Thus ſaith the Lord, Let not the wiſe Man glory in his 
Wiſdom, neitbær let the mighty Man glory in his 
Might ; let not the rich Man glory in bis Riches, 
but let him that glorieth, glory in this, that be un- 
derflandeth and knoweth me, that 1 am the Lord. 

Jer. ix. 23, 24. 
1 ET not the Learned and the Wiſe, 
Extol the Wiſdom of their Minds, 
"Tis Folly in Jagov an's Eyes, | 
Whoſe Wiſdom in Perfection ſhines, 
2 Let not the noble and the Strong, . 
Preſume to boaſt their borrow'd Might, 
$33 | Leſt 
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Jeſt God to whom all Power belong, 


Their ſtubborn Joints with Weakneſs ſmite, L 
3 Let not the Rich in Pride grow bold, 
Or glory in their fading Store; 3T 
Leſt God in Anger curſe their Gold, 
And make their Souls for ever poor. G 
4 Thus faith the Lord of all below, 
Let no one boaſt before my Throne, L 
« Except in this—He's taught to know Y 
“That I am Gop, and Gop alone!“ A 


5 Make this your glorying in his Sight, 
That by his Teaching you can trace 
The things in which his Thoughts delight, 5 
His Truth, his Juſtice, and his Grace. 


6 To Him your Impotence confeſs, | 


f  Mourn and lament your daily Wrongs : 
And make his Strength and Righteouſneſs 6 He 
Your frequent, and your joyful Songs. 7 
| | | Th Ho 
XXIII. f 
have heard of thee by the hearing of the car, bi 5+ Aſt 
roco mine eye ſeeth thee ; wherefore I abhor my/ci, | 
and repent in Duft and aſhes. Job xlii. 5. 6. Th 
| 0 


FTEN, great God, I've heard of Thee, 
As righteous, juſt, and wiſe; 
But now thy Holineſs I ſee. 
And ſink in deep Surpfiſe. 


py 2 My Soul, with Reverence adore, * 
| | * aw ful is the Sight! | 2 
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Let me preſume to ſpeak no more, 
Of Excellence ſo bright. 


3 Ten thouſand Tongues in vain pretend, 
To tell what thou haſt wrought ; 
God and his glorious Works tranſcend 
The utmoſt reach of Thought. 


4 Loſt in the ſearch, o'erwhelm'd with Shame, 
My Conduct I review : 
And felf-abborr'd, thro' Jeſu's Name, 
For Pardon humbly ſue, 


5 My ſad Impatience I lament z 
How dare I to complain ? 
O could I ſcreen my Diſcontent, 
Or call it back again! 


6 How could a ſinful Wreteh preſume, 

To,murmur and repine : 
How juſtly, Lord, might thou conſume 

This guilty Soul- of mine. 


mite. 


car, bi / Aſham'd, I loath myſelf in Duſt, 

r myſcl Unholy and unclean; 

. 6. Thou Lord alone, art Good and ur, 4 

Thee, O pardon all my Sin. | | 
| XXIV. 


bat Man is be that feareth the Lord / Him ſhall be 
ach in the Way that he ſhall chooſe, Palm 25. 12» 4 


Fear the God of Heaven and Earth, 


All ſinful Ways my Soul refuſe; 
I fain 


'( 544 ) 


I fain would tread the narrow Path, 
Lord, teach me in the Way I chuſe. 
| At 11965 
2 I chuſe the Way that leads to God, 
The Way of Holineſs and Love; 
The Way of Faith in Jeſu's Blood, 
Mark'd and appointed from above. 


5 The Prophets trod this holy Ground, 
This is the Road Believers go; 


Th' Apoſtles in this Way were found, 9 
I charge my Soul to tread it too. 1 
M 4 My Weakneſs urges me to pray; | 
13 Lord, guide my Steps, my Path make plain, y 
| Conduct me in the heav'nly Way, 3 
Nor let me ſupplicate in vain, 1 
x Now in the Strength of God Fl go, 
In haſte to reach that welcome Shore, u 
Where all is Happineſs—where Woe, - 1 
And Sin, and Sorrows are no more. Sc 
6 May Jeſus own me in that Day | 
1! As one belonging'to his Fold, 5 v 
we Who held, 'thro' Grace in Wiſdoa!'s Way, 
* Ordain'd his Glory to behold, © T 
— | 
| 7 The worthy Lamb that ſhed his Blood 
Shall then receive the higheſt Praiſe; »- MM 6a 
5:5 . He brought my wand fag Soul ta mk. =” 
* Angels, extol * Jor' Gp Grace ! 2 | 8. 
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ii thy Law had been my Delight I ſhould then have 
periſhed in mine Affiiftion. Pſ. cxix. 92. 
OD and his Law are my Delight, 
My Glory and my Song; | 


My ſure Support by Day and Night, 
The Pleaſure of my Tongue. 


2 When Guilt purſues my troubled Breaſt, 
His Word I will receive; 
He tells me where my Faith muſt reſt, 
And helps me to Believe. 


3 When Darkneſs overſpreads my Mind, 
His Word ſupports me ſtill ; x 
Pm there convinc'd that God is kind, 
Tho' I no comfort Sethi; 44. bs: 2 


4 When ſore Temptations vex my y Soul, 
I think apon his Word; | 
Some Promiſe then my Fears 4 
And leads me to the Lord. 


5 When for my Sin my Heart is broke, 
And Tears my Grief diſeloſe 
Thy Word directs me to that Rock 
Whence Peace and Pardon flows. 


6 Are my Afictions ſnarp and long? 
Does Pain extreme enſue? | 

Ano” 's Word I Truſt—His Arm is long, . 
is Wiſdom _ me through. 
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» Glory to thee, thou God of Love, 


For Favour ſo divine; 
Who taugbt my Thoughts to ſoar above, 


And made theſe Bleflings mine. 


8 Had not thy Word been my Relief, 
Had not thy Truth ſuſtain'd, 
I muſthave periſt'd in my Grief, 
No other Help remain'd, . 


XXVI. 


J vill [ſay unto God, Do not condemn me, ſhew nt 
avberefore thou contendeft-qvith me, Job x. 2. 


I ONDEMN me not, moſt gracious God, 
A Let not thy fore Diſpleaſure burn: 
Do not deſtroy me with thy Rod, 


Nor at my feeble Offerings ſpurn. 


2 Give me the Knowledge of my Heart, 
Releaſe me from this heavy Yoke, 
Shew me the Cauſe of all my Smart, 
Why muſt I bear this cutting Stroke ? 


3 What is it that provokes thine Ire? 
Is there ſome Idol I muſt yield? 
Sure in my Heart ſome baſe Defire, 
Some dreadful Evil lies conceal'd. 


4 There's ſurely ſome beloved Sin, 
Could I but find the deadly Foe, 
Has crept and lurks ſecurely in; 
Fain would I mourn and hate it too. 


51 


C a; 3 


> Leſt it ſhould fink my Soul to Hell, 
Search me, O God, in ev Ty Part ; 
Let not one Sin in ſecret dwell, 
Search me, and ſhew me all my Heart. 


> Let me be ſtripp'd of all my Pride, 
I'll not regard how coarſe my Fare, 
Let me with Chriſt be crucified, 


If but nis Favor I may ſhate, 


Tho” pinching Poverty prevail, 
Although the Fields ſhould yield no Meat, 
The Labour of the Ohve fail, * 


If Chriſt is mine, my Joy's compleat. 


XXVII. 
Thou Cod ſegi ne. Gen: xvi. 13. 


HOU God of Juſtice and of Grace, 
Who would not fear thy Name ? 

Thy Omnipreſence fills all Space, NY 
Thine Eyes thro' Nature” flame, 


No ſecret Thought can ever ſhun 


The Notice of thine Eye ; - > 
From thee conceal'd no Act be done, 1 
For thou art ever nigh. ; 1 
— 8 


Thine Eye furveys the Glound I tread, 
Whene'er I rove abroad ; ; 

Vithin the Curtains of my Bed, 
I tie in Sight of God, 


„%%ö;—ͤ 4ñ1ʃ• 40 be 


(+28 } 
4 O be this ſolemn Truth inſcrib'd 


For ever on my Heart, ] 

Leſt vile Deceit ſhould be imbib'd, 

”=_ I from Truth depart. 5 

5 Give me, O Lord, this holy Fear, J 
For. *tis a Gift divine: ( 

The Soul that views Thee ever near, * 

No evil can deſign. | | 6 T 
XXVII. g 

77 his Children forſale my Law, and walk not in ny T 
Fudgments, if they break my Statutes and keep not u = 


Commanidments : Then vill I viſit their Tranſgreſſ 
with the Rod, and their Tniquity with Stripes. » 
Newertheleſs my Loving-Kindnefz «vill I not uttcrly tai 
from him, nor ſuſſer my Faithfulneſs to fail: I 
Covenant will I not break, nor alter the Thing thati 
Cone out of my Lips. Pſa. Ixxxix. 30-34 


ELI. may I groan beneath thy Strobe, All Thi 


From whoſe Commands my Heart ha: 
ſtray'd; 
Lord I hare all thy Statutes broke, 
Nor have I ſtrictly One obey'd. 


Altho' enlighten'd from above, 

I've caus'd thy Spirit to deparr ; | 

Have ſin'd againſt both Light and Love, 
Made Jeſus' Wounds afreſh to ſmart. 


3 Where ſhall I hide my bluſhing Face ? 


My Guilt awakes my Grief and Fears : WW 3 co 
How have I ſin'd againſt thy Grace! 


My baſe Iogratitude appears. 7 
4 Chaſten'd 


{ 29 ) 

4 Chaſten'd, but not deſtroy'd, I ſtand, 
Convinc'd my God doth all Things well ; 
Iul kiſs the Rod, and bleſs the Hand, 
That keeps me from the loweſt He!l. 


5 Mercy is mix'd with all my Woes, 
My Heart rebellious to ſubdue : 
God no Injuſtice can impoſe, 
View'd with my Crimes his Stripes are few. 


5 Tho? he afflits, his Love is ſure, 
His Covenant he will ne'er revoke ; 
His faithfulneſs is too ſecure, - 

To alter what his Lips have ſpoke, 


While he corrects, I'll plead his Grace, 
His Oath confirm'd and ſeal'd with Blood : 
Herein my Confidence I'll place, 


ot in 1 
7 not 1! 
uſgre(:0 


fo 4 


”y 1 He cannot ceaſe to be my God. 
id; N | 
ng thati XxI X. 
ho | 
troke, “ Things work together for good to them that lave God. 
* Rom. viii. 28. E 
2 FT has my Soul in Secret bleſs'd 
Affliction's chaſtning Rod, ' 
It weans me from the Creature's Breaſt, .. 
And brings me near to God, * 
2 When I can take believing Views "yn 
e Of his myſterious Ways, | 
7 


I can each murm'ring Thought refuſe, 
And celebrate his Praiſe. 4 


3 Contented then I can reſign 


To Trouble, Loſs, or Shame, 
257 D 2 Con- 


= 


„ 


| Convine'd all T hings for good combine, X 
To thoſe that love his Name. 5 5 
ter 

4 L love, and fain would love him more, Juſti 

Whatever Woes aſſail; | And 
All Things ſubſerve his ſov' reign Power, 


His Wiſdom cannot fail. 


5 When, Thou Deſire of — 0 3 
Shall I have this Requeſt : 
To ſigh no more, no more to fin, 
But in thy Preſence reſi ? 


XXX. 
The Lord killeth and maketh alive; He bringth dorun, 
the Grave, and br ingeth ups T Sam, ii. 6, 


1 1 my Soul, Fall down before 
Jehovah, Infinite in Power ! 

Tremble before Eternal Might; | 

No Fleſh may glory I hie Sight. Mar 


2 Tis he that animates thy Clay; 4 Non 
Life, Death, and Hell his Voice obey: 3 
Tris He deſtroys, tis He can ſa ve; 
'Tis He that teſcues from the Grave, * - -, 


that is 1 


I 


« Ay; 
Aga 


| 3 He wounds, and He alone can heal ; * | 6 
He ſends— and cures the Pains I feel; | H 
"Tis God, and I'll adore his Name, . 
Whoſe Pow'r revives my dying Frame. 4 


4 Juſtice afflicts, and Love relieves, 

My Soul from Him her Help receives ; 

From Him all Comforts we derive: _-., See | 
Faith he beſtows and keeps alive. + - For 
5 Faith 5 


„ 


5 Faith can perceive, in darkeſt Hour, 
Eternal Wiſdom join'd with Pow'r, 
Juſtice go hand and hand with Grace, 
And Truth and Mercy keep one Pace. 


XXXI. 


wale, O Sword, againf! my Shepherd, againſ{ the Man 
that is my Fellow, faith the Lord of Hoſts. Lech. xiii. 7. 
I HE Tri-une God above, 
And Lord ot all below, 
To Sinners ſhews his Love, 
Diſplays his Juſtice too. 
« Awake, Awake, Vindictive Sword, 


we Againſt my Fellow! faith the Lord. 


2 Awake againſt the Man 
efore Omnipotent in Pow'r, 
To execute my Plan 
Loſt Mortals to reſtore : | 
Man has a Load of Guilt ſo great, - 
None but my Son can bear the Weight, 


3 Him Vengeance ſhall purſue,, 
, For Man he muſt! atone ;: 
To Juſtice what is due, 
His Blood can pay alone. 
He ſhall my righteeus Law fulfill: 
He ſhall accompliſh all my Will.“ 
4 The-Eord of Hoſts commands, be” 
Th' Eternal Father ſpoke : tm 
All Heav'n in. Silence ſtands 


„ 


While Jeſus bears the Stroke. 1 


— See! guilty Mortals! See! His Side 
8 * And was pierc'd : For You He died ! 
aich . D 3 5 Devo | 


„ 


1 


5 Draw near th*-accurſed Tree, 
| | In Wonder loſt, that Love 
Could rife to that degree— 
Your Sentence to remove ! 
With weeping Eyes his Sorrows view, 
He groan'd, He bled, He died for You. 


6 O let him have your Hearts, 
__ Your Bleſſings ſhall increaſe : 
To His, He ſtill imparts 
Both Righteouſneſs and Peace. 
His Grace {ball all your Sins ſubdue ; 
He groan'd, He bled, He died for you. 


7 Bought by his precious Blood, 
= You are no more your own ; 
1 Give up yourſelves to God, 

And live to Him alone : 
Jeſus will bear you Conq'rors through, 
He groan'd, He bled, He died for you. 


= XXXII. 
1 CALVATION's Work is done: 
. ; The Eaw is all obey'd ; 
I0ð0 God, the Father—God, the Son, 
| 3 Be endleſs Honors paid, 

* All Glory to His Name 
| * Who hung upon the Tree: 
Let the whole Earth repeat the ſame: 


I thun, 


＋ 


Jeho 
Whil 


I fit 
The 
It is 
Nor 
No, 
Althe 


I ſtar 
I reſt 


Noth 
Shoul 
He is 
My R 


hold be 


le bled and died for Me? 
XXXIII. 
] O Him that brought Salvation nigh, 
* Let praiſe inceſſant riſe : 


Raiſe, Saints, your Hallelvjahs high, 
Above the lofty Skies. 2 Praife 


633) 


Praiſe God, from whom your Comforts flow; 
Sing your Redeemer's Love ; 
Praiſe the Eternal Spirit, too, 
Who taught you from above. 
XXXIV. 
I thundereth marvelouſly with his Voice. Job xxx aii. g. 
HE Rain deſcends, the Tempeſts-riſe— 
My Soul, his Majeſty adore ! 
Jehovah's Voice ſounds thre? the Skies, 
While Lightnings flaſh, and Thunders roar, 


I ſit becalm'd while others fear, 
The God of Thunder is my All ; 


It is my Father's Voice I hear, 
Nor ſhall I by his Thunder fall, 


No, while his Lightnings flaſh around, 
Altho' the Earth's Foundation move, 

I ſtand ſecure on Faith's firm Ground, 
I reſt in his unchanging Love. 


Nothing ſhall fright my Soul from Gadd > 
Should he the Skies this Moment rend, 1 
He is my only ſafe Abode : ' iy 
My Rock, my Refuge, and my Friend, + © , + 4 


XXXV. | 4 


chold be cometh with Clouds, and every Eye ſhall Him. 
Rev. i. 7. 


EHOLD, He comes, the Saviour comes, * 
Dreſs'd in his bright Array, 

Awake, ye Saints, and burſt your Tombs, 

Aud view the glorious Day. 

raiſe . 2 He 


CY 


( „ 


2 He comes, attended from on high, 
With Thouſands; thro” the Skies, 
His Glory ſhines ;| and every Eye 
Shall ſee him with Surprize. 


3 Lo, in the Clouds the Judge deſcends 
þ With his- illuſtrious Train, | 
Sinners he ſevers from his Friends, 
And dooms to endleſs Pain. 


4 He comes, to mike his Juſtice known, 
To vindicate his Word: 
The Guilty view him on his Throne, 
And wail before the Lord.. 


5 Till now they never ſought his Fe ace, 
Nor wept for Sin before: 
O how tremendous is their Caſe ! 
They weep to laugh no more. 


6 Once they deſpis'd his glorious Name, 
And ſet at nought his Worth; 
But now they feel with bitter Shame, 
His fierce vindiftive Wrath. 


7 They now behold the Saints rejoices 
And mount above the Skies; 
Theſe praiſe the Lamb with chearful Voice, 
And triumph as they riſe. . 4 \ | the Ca 


5 8 Yes, and my Soul ſhall bear her Part, 

* In their melodious Song; 
My Saviour's Grace ſhall tune my Heart, 
His Love inſpire my Tongue. | 10 


+ 
XXXVI. | 
od forbid that I ſhould glory, fave in the Croſs of our 
1 12 others wrapt in Self- conceit, 
Boaſt in their Wiſdom and their Wit; 

Let them extol their Gold and Drols, 

Pll glory in my Saviour's Croſs, 
2 While the Self. righteous, blind and rude, 

Cry up their native rectitude, 

I'll ſeek Revenge on all my Pride, 

And boaſt in Jeſus crucif,d, 


3 While they, with Ourſes on their Heads, 

Talk of their Juſtice and their Deeds, 

I chuſe to ſit at Jeſu's Feet, 
And Self-abaſement is my Seat. 
4 Hither I'm brought by ſor\reign Grace, 

I bleſs the Means, and love the Place; 

I bid all earthly Joys be gone, 

And glory in my Lord alane, 

5 Here could I tarry Night and Day, 

Here could my Soul for ever ſtay; 

O may I never, never rove, 

Nor glory, ſave in Jeſu's Love! 


XXXVII. 


Voice, 


and I will bear it. Deut, to 17. #1 


Behold a greater far is here 

The God of Moſes — Of Him learn, 
In all Things Him obedient hear. 
XVI. 2 


Yes; 


| the Cauſe that is tos hard for you, Iring it unto me, 


3 O my Soul, from Moſes turn, 


EO 


«8 + #1 


( 3b ) 


2 Yes: the Great God „„ invite 
His Servants to his Throne of Grace, 2 Lo 


With Words which ſurely muſt delight Lo 
The Souls of all that ſeek his Face. Yo 

3 Freely, methinks he ſays, Make known, 15 
Your Difficulties all to me; 3 T. 

I'll meet and blefs you at my Throne, Il 
Vit hear and anſwer ev'ry Plea, Al 


4 What! have you broke my righteous Lu. An 
And are you overcome with Fear? 


Is Guilt, that moſt diſtrefling Cauſe, Y 5 

Too grievdhs for your Souls to bear ? La 

5 Wich chis approach your mighty God, An 
ll hear your Suit whene'er you pray; 

Yea, and my own all. powerful Blood, 5 Lo 
Shall waſh your Load of Guilt away. I a 
6 I never intercede in van. Lo 

Although I intercede for all, Lo. 

I hear, well-pleas'd, when Souls complain 

Of Sin, and for Forgiveneſs call, 
7 O what Encouragement for Thee, MW 
My poor, deſponding, drooping Soul! {MWpplic: 
Hear, and by Faith to Jeſus flee, made ky 


Aud he will all thy Fears controul. 
- XXXV11Y. 
Look unto Me and be ye ſaved. Iſ. xls 22. 
1 OO K unto Me, the Saviour cries, 
"Behold in me your Help is fobnd : 


Look, Sinners! lock with ſtedfaſt Eyes, 


1 =_ a Balm for every Wound. 
ia Tool 


"i 
„„ 
Fo 


(5 


nvite 
race, 2 Look unto Me, and Me alone, 
ighit Look now, while I inviting ſtand, 


Your Advocate before the Throne, 
With' Life eternal in my Hand. 


3 To me your ſin- ſiek Souls reſign, 
I'll fare them from the loweſt Hell, 
All Power in Heaven and Earth is Mine, 


And in my Preſence they ſhall dwell, 


ne, 


us Lam 


4 Ye mourning Souls, that fear my Name, 


I've heard your Groans, I've ſeen your Tears, 
ear ? Look up to me! I bore your Shame, 
od, And I forbid your gloomy Fears, 
pray; 
d, , Look, Saints! look, Sinners ! and adore! 
ray. I am your Prophet, Prieſt, and King: 
Look, and be joyful evermore; 
Look, and complete Salvation ſing. 
mplain XXXIX. J 
: . WF careful for nothing, but in every Thing by Prayer and 
Soul! MSpplication, with Thankſgiving, let your Requeſts be 
made known uuto God, Phil. iv. 6. 
ule ET all my anxious Cares be gone, 5 
Why ſhould they now diſturb my Breaſt ? 
8 22 My Soul confides in God alone, 
And in his gracious Promiſe reſt. 
ries, 


nd: 2 There is a rich, a full Supply, 
In the broad Cov'nant of his Love; 
To Then let my Groans aſcend on high, | 
+ Look To bring the Bleſſings from above. 
/ | 3 O for 


( 38 ) 


3 O for a Heart that loves to pray, 4 
That loves to converſe with the Lord; 
Fain would I caſt my Fears away, T 
And live by Faith upon his Word. 


4 On God I'll caſt my every, Care, f 5 
To Him my ev'ry Want make known ; 
When Troubles come, in humble Prayer Fe 
I'll ſpread them all deſefe his Throne. 


5 I would with Gratitude adore 6 
His matchleſs condeſcending Grace ; 
And charge my Heart, Repine no more, A 
No more refuſe to ſeek his Face. 


2 XL. 


Aud all Things whatſoever ye ſhall 4ſt in Prayer, belies: 
ing, ye ſhall receive, Mat. xxi, 22. 


Tough 


I Soul-reviving Word, , 
Let all my Fears be gone ! : 
Let me by Faith addreſs the Lord, 7 
And bo before his Throne. 
2 O why ſhould Unbelief | 2 B 
. | Stay the Almighty's Hand, c 
That Hand which holds my ſure Relief, E 
Tho' Earth and Hell-withſtand, 
3 My Soul, believe and pray, 3 
Without a Doubt believe; 
Whate'er we aſk in God's own Way, F 


We ſhall in Truth receive, | 
1 4 4 Here 


. . 
. oi 


belies 


( 39 


4 Here ſtands the Promiſe fair, 
For God cannot repent ; 
To fervent, perſevering Prayer 
He'll ev'ry Bleſfing grant. 


Pray then for Pardon now, 

And Sin-ſubduing Grace ; 
For Strength intreat, and Wiſdom too, In 

So ſhall you each embrace. 


6 For Faith, in Faith I'll pray, 
This glorious Promiſe plead, 
And God, thro” Chriſt, will ſoon convey , 
The Bleſſings which I need, 


XLI. 


Trough the Lord he high, yet hath he Reſpef wnto the 
lowly. Pſalm exxxviii. 6, 


IGH in the Heavens doth God refide, 
None can his perfect Beauty trace ; 

His Glory ſhines on ev'ry Side, 

Before him Angels veil their Face. 


2 His Condeſcenſion he diſplays, / 
Their pureſt Offerings to approve ; 
How then ſhould it our Wonder raiſe, —- 
Mortals are call'd to ſhare his Love! 


3 Mortals who have ſo ott rebell'd _ 
Againſt the Offers of his Graee-3 : 
His Threatnings at Defiance held. 
And dar'd the Almighty to his Face. 
* WK 4 Yer * 


( 49.) 
4 Yet ſtrange ! all-gracious, from above 
God ſtoops, to bring ſuch Rebels nigh, 
Allures them with the Cords of Lore, 
And ſhews them where their Help doth li 


5 Then they in Duſt confeſs their Sin, 


Believe, and tremble at his Word; 1 \ 
They mourn their Natures all unclean, 7 
Repent, and turn unto the Lord. I 
2 6 Then God his ſov'reign Grace diſplays, 
Flies o'er the Mountains of their Guilt, SJ 
And pardons all their ſinful Ways, I 
Thro' Jeſus" Blood on Calv'ry ſpilt. | 5 
7 To ſuch he looks with tender Care, : 
And ſtamps his Image on their Heart: or 
q O happy Souls! his Love they ſhare, L 
1 Nor ſhall his Favour e'er depart, 1 
| | XLII. 5:4 
Walk circumſpecll y, not as Fools, but as Wiſe, Eph. v. 
| 8 be carn 


I HIS Blefling, Lord, to me impart— 
O make me circumſpect in Heart! 
Let not Hypocriſy and Guile, 
My Souls interior Powers defile. 


2 O make me wiſe, celeſtial Dove 8! 


Wiſe as a Sharer in thy Lore; - 
Wiſe to believe and truſt thy Word, 2 Th 
* 


To honor Jeſus as my Lord. 5 
a '3 MA r. 
y Ghoſt, of which the Dove is a 


9 Addreſſed to the Hol 
* tural Emblem. 


„ 


re | 43 May Grace divine be ſtill ſupplied, 
nigh, My Souls Director, Guardian, Guide ; 
1 Lord, let thy Honor be my End, 
doth e 13 all the Labours 1 attend. 
7 4 I want that lively Zeal for God 
z Which loves to ſpread his Praiſe abroad ; 
, Let this, and not the Praiſe of Men, 
Inſpire my Mufe, and guide my Pen. 
ays, = 
Suite, WY 5 Jeſus, do thou direct my Walk, 
| Inſpire wy Thoughts, dictate my Talk; 
lt. O give me Faith, and holy Fear, 
Make ev'ry Act of mine ſincere. 
. 6 I'd leave the prating Fool to boaſt, 
: Let me lie humbled in the Duſt ; = 
1 Lord, keep me ever at thy Feet, 
I 'I freely chuſe the loweſt Seat. 
Eph. v. XLIII. . 
be carnally- minded is Death, but to be ſpiritually - minded 
0 * is Life and Peace. Rom. viii 6. 5 
I Y Holineſs and watchful Care, 
Be vain Deſire confin'd; 
Guard, O my Soul, againſt this Snare, 
A carnal, earthly Mind, | 
d, 2 This will be Death to all thy Joys, 
| will give new Life to Pain; 
3 May Twill cauſe diſtreſſing Fears to riſe, 
ve is a And wound thy Lord again. 


| © 3 Satan 


| (44 
3 Satan would triumph in the Sighr, 
And chain me down to Sen; 


Then muſt I mourn in gloom Night, 
Till Jeſus brings me thence. - 


4 O for invigorating Grace, 
To raiſe-my Soul above ; 
O for that Heavenly-mindedneſs 
That Satan cannot move ! 


x Peace, conſtant then, ſerene, and full, 
Would like a River flow : 
Courage divine would arm my Soul, 
And bear down ev'ry Foe. 


6 How would my Faith triumphant riſe, 
And leave the World behind ; 
How would I foar above the Skies, 

And fcorn to be cnſin'd. 


7 The World in vain ſhould tempt me down, 
Fd laugh at ev'ry Snare: 
I'd aim at Nearneſs to the Throne, 
For my Redeemer's there. 7 N 


$8 Deſcend, immortal Dove, deſcend, 


And bear my Heart away; - 
Let Life and Peace my Soul attend, 
Till Heav'n completes my Day. 8 ＋ 
XLIV. ; 
Be not afraid of their Faces, for Iam with thee. Jer. i, 
8 HY ſhould the Dread of finful Man 


Inſnare and vex my Soul? 
O for that Fortitude which can 

My ev'ry Fear controul. 
2 Shall 


' ( 43 9 


E Shall L. offend a holy God, 
And ſacrifice my Peace, 
Te ſhun a mortal's threatning Rod; 
A Friend or two to pleaſe? 


3 Hard is the Taſk, I muſt confeſs, 
Where Duty, thus confines ; 
Nor can my Soul eſcape Diltreſs, 

Tho! ſhe to God inclines. 


4 Fain would I pleaſe both Friends and Foes, 
And follow Peace with all, 
, Nor to one Frown myſelf expoſe, 
But where 'tis Duty's Call. 


5 I muſt obey the God I love, 
Tho? all the World contemns ; 
One Smile from him I prize above 
The richeſt earthly Gems. 


6 Hark, O my Soul, methinks I hear 
Jehovah's awful Voice, 

. % Fear not, thou Worm, for I am near, 

I will defend thy Choice, 


7 While mortal Men revile and frown, 
I'll ſmile upon thy Soul ; | 
And thou ſhalt tread the Tempics down, 
While 1 his Rage controul. 


8 Truſt thou in my Almighty Name, 
Nor let thy Faith be weak ; 
: Thy Soul ſhall ne'er be put to Shame, 
er. i. Whilſt thou my Glory ſeek,” ““ 


Man <9 Lord, I reſign me to thy Will, 5 
; | "26 Wiſdom I adore! _ : 
| FE 3 ̃ 1 yield 


4 


(#) 
T yield to Thee, thy Word full, 
And let me doubt no more. 


LV. 


Even /o ye alſo outwardly appear righteous unto M. 
but within qe are full of Hypocriſy and Iniquity. 
Mat, xxin. 28. 
2 ECEIVERS will affect t' appear 
Like Something good and great, 
Religion as a' Cloak they wear, 2 
And think themſelves complete. 


2 Againſt Impiety and Vice, 
They will exclaim aloud ; 
In lefſer Things, how ſtrict and nice, ] 
That Men may call-them Good. ] 


-3 Amongſt the Saints they'll join in Prayer, 3 
With Looks demure and grave; 
Devoutly read, when Men can hear, 
And think each Duty brave. 


be F 


— Ton 


4 But O their Hearts are all unclean, 
All filthy and impure, 
Full of Hyprocriſy and Sin; 
There Satan reigus ſecure. 


5 Strange to themſelves, eſtrang'd from Got, 
How awful is their State T 
Soon muſt they feel his vengeful Rod— R 
What Woes their Souls. await ! 
wh Tremble, my Soul, with holy Fear, 
And dread Deceit and Guile: | 
Lord, make this Heart of mine fincere, 
Obedient-to thy Will, 


XL.. 


 #s ) 


XL VI. 
be Fear of the Lord is to bate Evil. Prov, viii. 13. 
OW, whilſt I try my Heart 
By this unerring Word, 
My Conſcience can aſſert 
I truly fear the Lord 
I cannot tread the Paths of Sin, 
I long for Holineſs within, 


2 Yes, Holineſs of Heart, 
I would more largely ſhare; 
I mourn with inward ſmart 
The evils that are there : 
I hate my Thoughts, becauſe they're viiny 
I would from ev ry Sin abſtzin, 


3 I hate this wretched Pride, 
__ Theſe. covetous Defires, 
I'd have them crucifie 
For God my Heart requires : 
Jeſus, do Thou theſe Foes ſubdue, 
Make me ftill more fincere and true. 


4 1 d hve alone to Thee, 
I love t obey thy Word, 
Well-pleas'd that thou ſhould'ſt be 
m Goch My Saviour and my Lord. 
To Thee I now refign my Heart, 
d— Renew it, Lord, in ev'ry part. 
XLVII. 


1 


| Love your Enemies; Bleſs them that curſe von; Do 


A good to them that hate you. Matt. v. 44. 
cre, A ORD, captivate my ev'ry Thought, 


| I'll then delight to do thy Will; 
CLVE EYE I love 


NS 1 
love the Doctrines thou haſt taught, 


And they ſhall lead and guide. me fiitl, 21 
2 For thy dear ſake, 1 love my Foes, 
And ſeek their Happineſs with Care; B 
I fain would do ſome good to thaſe | 
Whoſe Hatred unprovok'd J bear, 30 
3 While they revile my worthleſs Name, 
Do thou defeat each baſe Deſign; T: 
And leſt their Malice end in Shame, 
Their Anger turn to Lore benign. 85 
4 


4 Bring them, O Jeſus, to thy Throne, 
Let them thy pard'ning Mercy prove ; 
"To them thy glorious Self make known, 
And ſet their Hearts on Things above. 


5 Bleſs them with ev'ry Chriſtian Grace, 
Inſpire their Souls with holy Joy ; 
So ſhall their Wrath to Love give Place, 
And nobler Thoughts their Minds emplyy, 


6 Be. this my ſweet revenge on thoſe 
Whoſe Envy treads me in the Duſt ; 
I'd dwell at Peace with a!l my Foes, 4 certa; 
My Friends I'd ſeek. among the Juſt, 


| XLVIH. 
4 be liberal Soil ſhall be made fat, and he that qwater: 
x ſhall be watered alſo himſelf. Prov. xi. 25. 


Aa HRISTIAN, wouldit thou in Grace cxc 
. Wouldſt thou inlarge thy Store? 
.Uſe what. thou haſt with liberal Zeal, _ 
And God will giye thee more. 
8 Let 


. 
. 2 Let not thy ſacred Talents lie 
Conceal'd beneath the Ground, 


But bleſs thy Fellow-Chriſtians, by 
The Treaſures thou haſt found, 


3 Comfort the feeble and oppreſt'd, 
With Tokens of thy Love ; 
Then ſhall thy Soul be well refreſh'd, 
And water'd from above, 


4 Shew kind Affection, ſpecial care, 
To the afflicted Poor; 


** Give freely what thou haſt to ſpare, 
y And God will give thee more. 
ve. 


5 The liberal Heart, the liberal Hand 
Jehovah deigns to bleſs.; 
By ſuch he will moſt ſurely ſtand, 
And keep them from Diſtreſs, 


XLIX. 
J certain Centurion Servant was dear unto bim. 9 
Luke vii. 2. | -1 
„ 1 


I RACE will to every Duty bind, 

| It forms the Hearts of Men fincere, 
It ſweetly humbles all the Mind, 
And then in Acts it will appear. 


2 It makes the meaneſt Servant juſt, 
Willing, obedient, wiſe, diſcreet, 

| Worthy of Confidence and Truſt, 

1 And diligent without Peceit. 


3 Wa 


148) 


3 Was the Centurion's Servant ſuch, 
Who won his Maſter for his Friend ? 
Yes, or he ne*er been lov'd fo much: 
What Bleſſings Faithful Souls attend! 


4 He ſought the Honour of 'his God, 
Approv'd his Station and his Fare; 
The Paths of Honeſty he trod, J 
His Lord's zood Pleaſure his chief care, 


5 Ye that are Servants, ſeek for Grace, 
If to your Maſters you'd be dear ; 
And thus fill up your humble Place, 
Serve them in Faith, with holy Fear. 


Let all your Work to God be done; 
A ſure Reward ſhall come at length, 
Wben Faithfully your Race is run. 


L 
- 


The Heart of bim that bath Underflanding, ſer leſt 
Knowledge, Prov. xv. 14. 


* 
HERE is the underſtanding Heart, 
Y That ſeeks to act the wiſer Part? 


What is the Knowledge he requires ? 
What are the Things his Soul defires:? 


A 


.2 He ſeeks to ko himſelf aright, 
As ſeen in his Creator's Sight #& 
He ſeeks Repentance for his Sins; 
Tis here true Wiſdom firſt beg 
3 \Earneft 


-6 Labour while Heay'n allows you Strength, 


2 * wa, 


Sv 
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22 


Ie oli, 


) 
J Earneſt he ſeeks Jehovah's Face, 
And longs to feel the Power of Grate ; 


He ſhuns the Sins he lov'd before, 
And ftrives to hate them more and mores 


4 He ſeeks for Pardo thro? the Blood 
Of Jeſus, the incarnate God ; 
He ſecks that Faith which works by Love 


= This is the Wiſdom from above. 


5 He ſeeks to prove his Faith ſincere, 
FTI And guards his Soul with holy Fear; 
He ſeeks to be approv'd of God, 
And loves to ſpread his Praiſe abroad, 


6 This is the Knowledge he requires; 
And God will grant his pure Deſires; 
Jeſus will bleſs him from the Skies, 


And make him to Salvation wiſe. 


LL 
B. 72 'd gre they which do hunger and thirfl after Ri h- 


poth, 


ſer leſt teouſueſs, for they ſhall be filled. Matt, v. 6. 
I 118 Promiſe is to Sinners made, 

eart, To Sinners ſuch as me; 

at? Lord, I would come and humbly plead 


; This Promiſe now with thee, 
5 ä * 


2 I ſee my Heart is all unclean, 
Its Hardneſs oft I mourn, 
I thirſt-for Holineſs within, 
For perfect Love I burn. 
. 3 How =» 
reſt 


8 
1 3 How are my wand'ring Thoughts bewail'd, 
| | How odious in my Sight; 
When ſhall my Spirit be regal'd 
With pure, divine Delight ? 


| 4 Fain would I love my Saviour more, 
And live upon his Word ; 

I would believe, I would adore, 
And banquet with the Lord. 


5 My hungry Spirit longs to feed 
On Truth and Righteouſneſs ; 
I am all Emptineſs and Need, 
Lord, fill me with thy Grace. 


6 O Fount of Excellence, draw near, 
Or bear my Soul above, 
That I may feaſt on heavenly Fare, 
And triumph in thy Love. 


LII. 


b bou Jai, 
Theſe Things I command you, that ye love one another, — 
| | John xv. 17. 
Ol 
1 A M I indeed born from above? G 


Do 1 partake of Jeſus' Love? 
Then let me all my duty know, 
And Love by my Obedience ſhew. 


% 


2 Fain would I love his Perſon more, 
And God in all his Works adore; , 
O may his Love my Heart inflame 
With Love to all that love his Name. 
__ 7: 3 Where 


YR Rd, Ol TOTS _— EE = ” as 
« * A * 4 — wi > * A 
_ " J F = 
* 
- 
- 


"04 


3 Whererer 1 his Image ſee, 
O let thoſe Souls be dear to me ! 
Dear, as the Purchaſe of his Blood, 
Dear, as the Favorites of God. 


4 Jeſus to us his Love doth ſhew, 
And bids us love each other too ; 
But O how little Love fincere 
Is found in great Profeſlors here ! 


5 What Anger, Pride, and Malice ſwell 

Thoſe Breaſts where Love alone ſhould dwell ! 
O why ſhould Satan thus devour 

Religion's Glory and its Pow'r ? * 


ra, 


Come, heavenly Spirit, from above, 

And fill our inmoſt Souls with Love; 

That we may ſay to all Mankind, 

See how thoſe love, whom Chriſt has join'd.““ 


* 


LIII. 


bou faithful unto Death, and J will give thee 


another, a Crown of Life, Rev. ii. 10. 


ORD, is not this my one Deſire, . 
That I may faithful prove? VE 
Pd fight with Sin, and never tire, 
Till Death my Soul remove. 


he eaſy work that I have here, 
I faithfully' would do ; 

and when the hardeſt Taſks appear 
I would be faithful too, 


e. WP: 3 Jeſus 
here 


( 3 } 


3 Jeſus, enrich my Soul with Grace, 
And guide me in thy Ways; 
That I may fill my humble Place, 
To thine eternal praiſe. J 


| 
1 
1 
x A 
4 I'd do and ſuffer all thy Will, 5 C 
With Patience and Delight; A 
Duty to all T would fulfil, 8. 
By all I'd fain do right. A 


5 Faithful I'd lay this Body down, 
And yield it to the Grave: 
Faithful I'd rife, and take the Crown, ake thy 
And ſing thy Power to ſave. . I 


Let no corrupt Communication proceed out of your Mo 
Eph. iv. 29. 2 Bre 
E highly-favonr'd, who profeſs 46 
To love and practiſe Holineſs, I 
| You ſtand expos'd to Earth and Hell, 
And Seriouſneſs becomes you well. 3 Noi 
| N 
2 Be circumſpe@ in all your Ways, Can 
And ſpread your great Redeemer's Praiſe. 7 
Let his Commands be your Delight, 
This is well-pleaſing in his Sight. 4 Favo 
3 Labour to prove your Faith fincere, To 


In Purity and holy Fear ; 
Let all your Conduct ſtill expreſs 


The Truth and Pow'r of Godlineſs. 


Je 


% * 
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4 Look up to Him, whoſe Blood was ſpilt 
To purchaſe Pardon for your Guilt ; 
His Grace can all your fins ſubdue, 
And help you, both to will and do. 


5 O love and reverence his Name, 
And let his Glory be your Aim, 
So ſhall your Souls eſcape Diftreſs, 
And glory in his Righteouſneſs, 


EV. 
ike thy Face to ſhine upon thy Servant, Pl, xxxi. 16. 


ORD, what am I without thy Love? 
Without thy Smiles I carinot reſt ; 

Shine, Light effulgent, from above, 

And with a Word pronounce me bleſt. 


2 Break thro' the Darkneſs of my Mind, 
And drive the Pow'rs of Hell aw ay 3 


vn, 


$ I cannot bear to be conſin'd, ! 
hy My Spirit longs for brighter Day, : 
1 4 
| 3 Nothing will pleaſe me but thy Smile; | 
Not all the Wealth this Earth afford | iy 
: Can give my Soul Contentment, while 4 
Praiſe I find ſuch Diſtance from the Lord. | 
U 
| [ 4 Favour of Princes and of Kings gs 1 
The Smiles of Angels from on high, 7 1 
e, To me are mean, inſipid things, 8 | 
& God i in Anger paſs me by. | 
FY 5 5 Jeſus, regard me from above, | ; 
4 'P * Soul with all its Pow'rs are thine, * 


F 3 My 
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The Heart is deceiful above all things, and deſterats 


(54 ) 
My Lite depends upon thy Love, 
O make thy Face on me to ſhine, 


6 I will again repeat the Cry, 
Importunate, till thou appear ; 
I. will refuſe all other Joy, 
Till I can feel my God is near. 


LVI. 


avicked; Who can know it? Jer, xvii. 9. 


HIS wretched Heart will ſtill backſlid 


O what Deceit is treaſur'd here! 
Tis made of Vanity and Pride; 
What Fruits of Unbelief appear! 


2 TH baſe Ingratitude I mourn, 
Y 5 ſtubborn Will, my earthly Mind, 
My Thoughts how vain, to rove how prone 
To ev'ry evil how inclin'd! 


3 Who can, amongſt the Sons of Men, 
Find out the Vileneſs of my Heart ? 
None can the Depths of Guilt explain, 
_ *Tis all corrupt thro' ev'ry Part. 


4 Could Creatures look into my Breaſt, 


How would they gaze with ſtrange ſurprizs 


They'd hate me with a fore Deteſt, 
And turn away their frighted Eyes, 


5 But what are Creatures, Lord, to thee ! 
They can't forgive one ſingle Sin, 
Were they diſpos'd to pity me, - os 
They could not work one Grace Mithin. 
6 Te 


IT Y 
= , 
* 
an 

. 
— Pg * 
2 

<, = 


ſperatci 
| 9. 


ackſlid 
e! 


— 


nd, 


prone 


? 
n, 


ur print 


(39-3 


5 To Jeſus then I'll make my Moan, 
O cleanſe this filthy Sink of Sin! 
Jeſus, thou canſt, and thou alone, 


O condeſcerid to make me clean. 


+ I plead for Mercy at thy Feet, 


Make me inflexibly ſincere, 
Purge me from Guile—trom all 


Deceit, 


And fill my Soul with holy Fear. 


LVII. 


4. 


ILL God be merciful to me, 
And hear my Soul complain ? 
Shall I indeed his Goodneſs ſee, - 


Or muſt I pray in vain? 


2 No, let this Thought for ever 
God will in Mercy hear ; 

In Mercy anſwer when I cry, 
Nor diſregard my Prayer. 


fly, 


3 Lord, let thy Mercy now appeat, 
And calm my troubled Mind, 
Proclaim thyſelf before me here, 


„G0, Merciful and Kind. 


4 O heal my ſick and wounded Soul, 


© Phyſician, Only Good ! 


Dee Word of thine can make me whole, 


One Drop of Jeſu's Blood. 
$4 A F ; 


5 Forgive 


d be merciful unto me, heal my Soul, for Thave ſſu- 
ned againſt thee, Pſalm xh, 


- 


1 
4 


( 56 ) 


5 Forgive my Guile, for 1 have finn'd, 
I'm vile in ev'ry Part; 


Heal the Diſeaſes of my Mind, 
Aha renovate my Heart. 


O tho 


LVIII. 


Be merciful unto me, O God, be merciful unto me, 
my Soul trufteth in thee, Pſalm lvii. 1. 


E merciful, O God, to me, 2 V 
Thy Mercy is my only Plea, 
Look with Compaſſion on my Woes, 
And let not Judgment interpoſe. 


- 2 Guilty before thy Face I ftand, 
And fear thy Sin-avenging Hand ; 
Hell as my juſt Deſert I own, 
But Mercy pleads before thy Throne, 


3 Mercy, thro” Jeſus crucified, 4 V 
I aſk, and can I be denied? 
Mercy, O God—lI aſk no more V 
Thruſt not my Soul from Mercy's Door. 
4 O God, as powerful as juſt, 5 Ir 
In Thee, in Thee alone I truſt ; 
Vain does the Help of Man appear; H 
Vain is the Help of Angels here! 
5 Nothing will give my Spirit Reſt, 6 H 
Till pard'ning Mercy makes me bleft: 1 
Bchold I faint beneath thy Frown, _ A 


Send, ſend the chearing Cordial down. i 
| ix. 


. | * 


| LIX. 


O thou of little Faith, wherefore didſ thou dau be. 
Matt. xiv. 31. 


OME, o my doubting Soul, attend 
Unto thy Saviour's Call, 
fag Come, tell thy great almighty Friend, 
1 Why is thy Faith ſo ſmall? 


2 Why all theſe unbelieving Fears? 
Jehova!.'s Arm is ſtrong : 
O chide theſe Sighs, and Groans, and Tears, 
- And turn them to a Song. 


3 Is God thy Shield, thy great Reward, 
Thy Portion, and thy all ? 
Is Chriſt thy Captain, and thy Lord, 
And fhall thy Hopes be ſmall? 


4 Why wilt thou thus diſpute his Love, 
And thus abuſe his Care ? +4 
Why wilt thou ch the Heavenly Doxe, , 


oor, And yield to ev'ry Snare? 


5s In Jeſus ev'ry Grace is found, : 
Why wilt thou not believe ? ar ho 
He hath a Balm for ev'ry Wound, 


Why wilt thou not receive? 


6 His Arm can conquer ev'ry Foe, 
_» His Grace can ſanctify: 
Amen, Amen; Lord, be it fo, 
Let my Corruptions die. 
_— :. ' 7 ZN” 
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J Sin is the Cauſe of ev'ry Fear, 
O keep me from its Pow'r ; 
Slay the accurſed Monſter here, 

That I may doubt no more. 


LX. 


Eis Anger endureth but a Moment—in his Favour is 
Life—Weeping may endure for a Night, but Foy 
cometh in the Morning. Pſalm xxx. 3—5. 


HINE Anger, Lord, how ſhort the Stay, 
Slowly it comes, and flies away L 
Swift as the Darkneſs of the Night, 
When Morning brings the chearing Light. 


2 My Soul again Thall blefs thy Name, : 2 

Whoſe Power and Love are ſtill the ſame; w 

Yea, thro' thine awful Frowns I trace, 
Vautterable Plans of Grace. 

3 Too oft have I tranſgreſs'd thy Law, 4 Jeſ 

And forc'd thy Spirit to withdraw ; ] 

1 I mourn :—Again thy Love appears, 25 


To heal my Wounds, diſperſe my Fears. 


4 My God, thou art immenſely kind, 
Life in thy Favour ſtill I find; 
Thy Love is an exhauſtleſs Store, 
O let me grieve, nor doubt no more. 


5 Lord, take and keep my wand'ring Heatt, 
Let me no more from thee depart; | 


That I no more may feel thy Frown, . 


Nor tempt, nor force thine Anger 4 
LXI. 


{ 59 ) 


Bleed are the Poor in Spirit, for their's is the Kingdom 
of Heaven. Matt, V, 3. 


I OME, each deſponding, drooping Soul, 
Lou who deſire to ſeek the Lord, 
Whoſe Thoughts in ſad Dejection roll, 
Who tremble at his awful Word, 


2 Come, baniſh ev'ry laviſh Fear, 
Let Satan flee, for God is true ; 

Let Unbelief no more appear : 
This Promiſe is for ſuch as you. 


3 For you that truſt in Jeſus' Name; 
For you that mourn your Helpleſlneſs ; 
Who ſee your Poverty and Shame, 
And all your Sins with Grief confeſs. 


4 Jeſus himſelf proclaims you bleſs'd, 
His Word for ever ſtands ſecure ;. 
You on his Faithfulneſs may reſt, 
His Love for ever ſhall endure, 


5 O live by Faith in Him alone, 

Jeſus will lead you ſafely through: 
Believe and Hope, as well as mourn, 
Himſelf hath taken Care for you. 


6 For you he pleads his precious Blood, 
For You, the Favourites of Heav'n ! 
Lift up your Heads, ye Sons of God ! 


Hing, for your Sins are all forgiv'n, - 


[1 
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LXII. 


Non knoweſt my dotun:ſiiting and mine upriſing Na 
' anderſlandeſi my Thoughts afar off. Pſ. cxxxix, 2. 


HOU art acquainted with my Heart, 
O Thou omniſcient God! 
Tho knoweſt my ev'ry wandering Thought, 
What devious Paths I've trod. 


2 O tis in vain for me to try 
My num'rous Faults to ſcreen ; 
No Sin eſcapes thy ſearching Eye, 
Unnotic'd or unſeen. 


3 Then let me call my Follies o'er, 
And maurn before the Lord, 
That I have liv'd to him no more, 
No more obey'd his Word. 


4 Lord, ſmite the flinty Rock within, 
And let my Sorrows flow; | 
And while I mourn and hate my Sin, 
Do Thou thy Mercy ſhew. 


5 O bring a Pardon to my Hand, 
A Pardon bought with Blood: 
And may I never more offend, 

Nor fin againſt my God, 


LXIII. 


.. us run with Patience the Race that is ſet before ui, 
; looking unto JE8Us, Heb. xii. 1, 2. 


ttempt to make her Way to Thee 


ORD, can a helpleſs Worm, like me, 
43 A 
| Yes, 
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Yes, let me raiſe thy Praiſes high, 
4 In Weakneſs, Thou canſt Strength ſupply. 


© 0 2 Twas by thy Grace I firſt begun, 4 

* Reſolv'd the heavenly Race to run; . 

Teart, 'Tis Grace corrects me when I ſtray, 
'Tis Grace upholds me in the Way, 


3 Run on, my Soul, and ſtill adore, 
Receiving ſtill, till aſking more; 
In Chriſt thy Strength and Wiſdom lies, 
O look to Him with ſtedfaſt Eyes. 


4 Look to that Blood thy Saviour ſhed, 
Thy Dayſman, dying in thy ſtead ; 
Behold him on th' accurſed Tree! 
Great was the Love he bore to Thee! 


5 He, who thus lov'd Thee unto Death, 
Will love Thee to thy lateſt Breath ; 
Keep Sight of Him, my Soul, and run, 
He'll crown thee when thy Race is done; 


LXIV. 


Draw me, ⁊ue «will run after Thee, Cant. i, 4. 


ORD, I confeſs my Guilt and Shame, 
Which ſeparates my Soul from thee 
Yet the Remembrance of thy Name 
Is dear, ſupremely dear to me. 


fore un 2 Break down the ſeparating Wall, 
O rid me of this earthly Mind, 
My Soul would ſoon obey the Call, 


me, 1 Aud run and leave her Fears behind. 
RY 3 Teſus, 


FW 7 


3 Jeſus, allure me by thy Grace, 

Why ſhould I grovel in the Duſt ? 
Thee would my Arms of Faith embrace, 
Thou art the Object of my Truſt, 


Withor 
Mourn 


| | But, C 
4 Draw me from Unbelief and Pride, Jeſus a 
From ev'ry Sin, from ev'ry Snare; Glory 
Fain would I in thy Chambers hide, In Him 
And baniſh ev'ry mortal Care. 


Now I 
5 With thee, my Lord, I would retire, Can co 
And ſpend the remnant of my Days; Now I 
Draw me, I burn with ſtrong Deſire, Is by t 
Draw me, and I will ſing thy Praiſe, 
| | Not ur 
6 Draw me, my Jeſus, with thy Love, The M 
I cannot bear thine awful Frown ; Not ut 
O draw my Heart and Soul above, To Go 
And let me tread the Tempter down ! 
LXV. By G. 
Not —m— us, 0 Lord, wot unto us, but unto thy Name 
give Glory. Pſalm exv. 1. N 
okp, *ris enough, at length I own, Jeſus a 
3 By me no good was ever done; Free 
O let thy dark, myſterious Ways, 7 
: Excite my Gratitude and Praiſe ; A 
la Metey thou haſt hid thy Face, | Till he 


Fir 


My Fre 
That 
L walk" 


In Mercy too, reſtrain*d thy Grac 
Helpleſs I laid beneath the Rod, 
Nor could I ſpeak, or think of Os 


1 ſent the Spirit griev'd away, 
Nor could I meditate, or pray, 46 
bh | Without. 


lame 


( 63 ) 


Without my Teacher and my Guide, 
Mourning, I laid thy Word afide. 


But, O my Soul, adore the Grace, 
Jeſus again unveils his Face ! 
Glory no more in meaner Things, 
In Him alone are all thy Springs. 


Now I can read and pray again; 

Can contemplate, or uſe my Pen; 

Now I can ſte each heavenly Thought; 
Is by the holy Spirit brought. 


Not unto me Reward is due, | 
The Work is Gen, the Glory too: 


Not unto me,” is ſtill my Song— 
To God alone all Praiſe belong, 


LXVI. 
By Grace are ye ſaved. Epheſ. ii. 8. 


Ne more of Works I vainly boaſt, | 
1 Nor ſo employ my Tongue; 


Jeſus alone is all my Truſt, 
Free Grace my only Song. 


Twas not in me to ſeek his Face, 
Nor did I aſk his Love, 

Till he by his all-powerful Grace, 

Firſt drew my Thoughts above. 


That leads to endleſs Pain, 
L walled with pleaſure there, till God 
* me to refrain. 


My Free- will choſe the beaten Road * 


G 4 He © 


” 


( 64 ) 
| To ſ. 
14 He ſaw me helpleſs and undone, To fe 
| A Rebel dark and blind ; 1150 
And led me td his bleſſed Son, To 0 
A. better Way to find. 
Then 
5 By whoſe rich Grace alone I ſtand, I onc 
Kept by his mighty Power, I On 


Thro' which I truſt e'er long to land Praiſ 
On the celeſlial Shore. 


6 Then ſhall J leare all Sin's Remains, 
And view his glorious Face, 
And ling in more exalted Strains, 


The Freedom of his Grace, 


LXVII. 


The Son of Man is come to ſeck and to ſave that uf 
«vas loft, Luke xix. 10. 


rthy is, 


low wor 
ho triu 
ow wor 
e highe 


I Wi"; O my Soul, theſe gloomy | 
Why all theſe Sighs, and Gro: 


ee il Wiſd 
: f 8 eſhall he 

O why this God-diſhonouring Greet ? 2 

Why all this wretched Unbelief ? beg? A „ 

oc 

2 Tho' helpleſs in myſelf I lie, is Mercy 
And loſt to all Eternity, cannot b 

« Yet L ſhall triumph o'er the Grave, y Soul \ 
Since Jeſus caine to ſeek and fave. ſho laid 

3; To ſave poor Sinners, ſuch; as me, bile on 

JI To ſet the captive Pris'ners free, nd aim 7 


1 To comtort thoſe that mourn—to heal Mad Pa 
„Tue Wounds of all who Miſery feel. 1 Mats 


W .: . 


— 


( 65) 


To fave the ruin'd and undone, 

To ſeek the loſt; — Lord, I am one 

I ſee, and mourn my Guilt, with Shame, — 
To ſeek out ſuch the Saviour came. 


Then let my Gratitude abound, 


d, I once was loſt, but now am found; 

| I Once was dead, but now I live, 

nd Praiſe, Praiſe is all that I can give. " 
LXVII. +2 


— rthy is the Lamb that was lain. Rev. v. 12. 


LL Glory belongs to Jeſus alone, | 
To Jeſus the Saviour who ſits on the Throne; 

o jeſus whom Angels and Seraphs adore, 2. 

o Jeſus Salvation aſcribe evermore. | 


low worthy the Lamb on Mount Calvary ſlain, 
ho triumph'd o'er Death, and is riſen again! 
ow worthy of Bleſſing, and Glory, and Praiſe! 
e higheſt Aſcriptions Archangels can raiſe! 


| Wiſdom and Honour to Jeſus belongs, 
eſhall have the Plaudits of ten thouſand Tongues z 
ea, infinite Numbers with Joy ſhall g | 
hro' Ages eternal his excellent Name. $7 
is Mercy my Thanks and Aſtoniſhment raiſe, 
cannot be ſilent in Jeſus's Praiſe ; ; 
e, y Soul ſhall adore him who bled on the Tree, | 
ho laid down his Life, a Ranſom for me. 


8 Thile on Earth I remain I'll ſhew forth his Peale, _ | 
| nd aim at his Honour the reſt of my Days ; | 
nd when I get home to his Manſion above, 
IN a gs with the Shouts of his 


Lage 


ove... 


( 66.) 


LXIX. 

For God fo loved the World, that he gave hi V 
begotten Son, that whoſoever believeth in him To 
not periſh, hut have ewerlgſling Life. John iii L 

I ET all the heavenly Hoſts rejoice, 

And let the Earth be glad; the Ih 

Let Sinners ſing with chearful Voice, feart, 3 
Lzt Saints no more be ſad, | 1 my f 

2 Sing of that boundleſs, matchleſs Grace, SS 
That pitied helpleſs Man; 25 
Alam rejoice, thy fallen Race | O le 
Are rais'd to Bliſs again. So ſh 

3 So were the Souls of Men belov'd, Thou 
(O wonder, and adore!) Prong 
That God's own Son our Curſe remov'd, I ofte 

When we could hope no more, And | 

4 The only Darling of his Heart ; Jeſus, 

\_ Jehovah did not ſpare, T hat 
But gave him up to bleed and ſmart, In Tt 
Our Puniſhment to bear, Teach 
: 5 What could the Lord of Glory ſee as, | 
In ſuch a guilty Race, * q 

That he ſhould thus conſent to be 
My Px 


82 Author of our Peace? 


6 Why for ſuch Traitors did he bleed, 
When Angels were paſt by? 

Here let my Admiration feed, 
And waſt his Praiſes high. 


_ 


” "Ho 


o 
* '% 
— = - 
P 2 0 


(6. 6” s 


- Proife Him; ye Seraphs, round his Throne, 
Who bled upon the Tree ; 


1 Y To praiſe the Father and the Son, 
* Let Heaven and Earth agree. 
LXX. 


— 


the Words of my Mouth, and the Meditations of my 
feart, be acceptable in thy Sight, O Lord, my Strength 
end my Redeemer. Pſalm xix. 14. 


a I N Is it not my Soul's Deſire 
To honour thee in all my Ways ? 

O let thy Grace my Heart inſpire, 

So ſhall thy Grace have all the Praiſe, 


Thou know'ſt I'm ignorant and weak, 
Prone to prefer the thing that's that wrongs 


Te 


d, I often think, and often ſpeak, 
And then reprove my Heart and Tongue. _" . 
3 Jeſus, my Wiſdom, make me wiſe, . ud 139 


That I may pleaſe the God I love; 
In Thee the bidden Treaſure lies, 4 
Teach and inſtruct me from above. 1 


Holy in Heart I fain would be, 
Now let my Meditations ſpring 
And flow acceptable to thee, 


My Prieſt, my Prophet, and my King, 
LXXL. n 
al not bave Dominion over you. Rom. vi. 14. 


| OW let my Faith grow ſtrong and plead 
2 This Promiſe all divine 
Praiſe * 3 This 


4 (GW ) 
This is indeed, A Time of Need, 
With this poor Soul of mine. 


k 


2 Ca 
, 


2 Shew me, O God, thy ſmiling Face, 
Nor leave me to my Foes ; 

Pity my Caſe, And let thy Grace 3 Le 

My troubled Thoughts compoſe. 


3 Hear and regard my earneſt Cries, 0 
And anſwer when I call; | 
Jeſus ariſe, and ſend Supplies, 8 
Or I ſhall quickly fall. 4 St] 


4 Look how I groan; beneath the Weight Le 
Of Sin's oppreſſive Yoke, 
O how I hate This Load ſo great, 
2 When ſhall this Chain be broke? 
I 5 © why ſhould Sin oppreſs me ſo, 
. | And draw my Heart from thee ? 
ö 2 Lord, ſmite this Foe, And bid it go, 


f 1. ainte 
better 


. 2 And ſet thy Captive free. 

„0 My Soul depends upon thy*Word, 
1 | And pleads thy Faithfulneſs, 
= © New Strength afford, my deareſt Lord, | 
| And1 will praiſe thy Grace. 2 WI 
| ; LXXII. = 
. . 
= - Be ye angry and fin mot: Let not the Sun go d. 


upon your Wrath. Epheſ. iv. 26. 
3 fe 
1 Let me lay my Anger by 
And bid my Wrath be gone, 
Or from it let me rather flxx 


Before the ſetting un. 2 
* » | 2 Cas 


(9) 


2 Can Comfort in my Boſom reſt, 
When J in Anger ſpeak ? 
Let me with Tenderneſs be bleſt, 
Lord, make me truly meek, 


3 Leſt I ſhould wear a falſe Diſguiſe, 
Or once malicious prove, 


O make me as the Serpent wiſe, 
And harmleſs as the Dove. 


.- 


4 Still let me guard my Heart with Care, 
And every Paſſion curb, 
zlrt Leſt Pride ſhould get Dominion there, 
And Sin my Peace diſturb. 


LXXIIL 
e fainted and wiſhed in himſelf to die, and aud, 1 


better for me to die than to live. Jonah iv. 8. 


Whence that ungrateful Frown ? 
Impatience ill becomes the Wiſe ; 
O why ſo fretful grown? 


3 
HY, Jonah, does thine Anger ile) 1 aw" 1 
4 | 


ord, = 
2 What, tho' thy pleaſant Gourd is gone, 
If fo thy Maker's Will, 
The Hand that rais'd and pluck'd it ſoon, 


3 do Can well defend the ſtill. +» 


3 What, tho” expos'd to Storm and Wind, 
Or parch'd with fultry Heat? | 
80 God appdints; be thou refign'd, _ 1 
And worſhip at bis Feet. 
*: th 3 My 


ad 


2 Ca 
| # 


| 690 1] 
4 My Soul! Thou art the u here, 
To thee alone I'fpeak ; - 
Alas ! how little can'ſt Thou bear ! 
Why is thy Faith ſo weak ? 


5 Wilt thou, when tried, like him, complain, 
And murmur, and rebel? 
O think how: light is every Pain, 
Compar'd with thoſe in Hell ! 


6 Wik thou deſpiſe a Father's Rod, 
And ſay ** *Tis beſt to die?“ 
How canſt thou think to fly from God, 
Who fills Immenſity! 


7 Ah! ceaſe, vain wretch ! repine no more, 
God is ſupremely wiſe ; 
7. Believe his Love, his Grace adore, 


8 
| * And wipe thy weeping Eyes. 


FM 1 8. Or rather, drop an bumble Tear 
N © © O'er thy unruly Will; 
* Lock up to God for Strength to bear, 
An he'll ſupport thee ſtill. 


LXXIV. 


How. Hall wwe fing the Lord's Sorg in a ſtrange Land? 
Pſalm cxxxvii. 4. 


JNFER TILE, intricate, and ſtrange, 
Is this World's Wilderneſs, 
Where Woes unnumber'd take their Range, 
And Sin, and ſad Diſtreſs, * 
* | a 2 My 


(7 33-3 


2 My Harp is on the Willows hung, 
My Soul oppreſt with Fear, 
How then can Zion's Song be ſung, . 
In Strains melodious here ? | 


3 Led captive by the Law of Sin, 
1 groan beneath its Yoke, 


Nor can I reach to Things divine, 
Till this vaſt Chain 1s broke, 


4 Where can a captive Pris'ner flee, 
In Bondage and Exile? 
Earth is a Priſon, Lord, to me, 
When Thou refuſe to Smile. 


5 How can I raiſe my Thoughts above, 
Or bow this ſtubborn Will? 
How can I fing of Jeſus' Love, 
If Thou his Love conceal ? * 


6 While I in Grief and Fears complain, 2 ' 
And think thine Abſence long ; „ 
Satan inſults me with Diſdain, i 
And aſks me for a Song. 


7 Help, Lord, nor let thy Grace delay, 
I truſt alone in Thee ; | 
O drive the Troops of Hell away 
And ſet Thy Pris'ner free. 


more, 


Land! 


8 Jeſus, unlooſe my ſtamm'ring Tongue, = 


nges And then I'll raiſe my. Voice : | | 
Glory to God ſhall be my Song, | | 
* While all my Powers rejoice, 1 
Fe by V, 1 
My 3 LXX | 
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LXXV. 
Compraining of Spiritual ae 


1 HAT ails this vile, deceitful Heart, 
Why do I thus from God depart ? 
O how unſtable do I prove! : 
How falſe and fickle is my Love! ! 


2 Wretched, I wander wr the 21 O tha 


His Ways neglect, and flight bis Word, K. 
Let Sin and Vanity invade, 1 
And break the ſolemn Vows I made. 
3 Sure none are ſo defil'd with Sin ; 
None ſo unholy and unclean ! 
O'ercome by Pride and every Ill, 
+ Viler I grow, and viler ſtill. A 


In ſad Deſertion now I mourn— 

3 142 * The Lord, my Comforter is gone! 
__ * Offended—Griev'd—He hides his Face: : 
Nor can I ſee ode Glimpſe of Grace. 3 

5 My Mind what Clouds of Darkneſs veil, 
Terrors on ev*ry Side affail;  _.. 
By Guilt oppreſs'd, enſlav'd by Fear, 
My Thoughts run out to meet Deſpair, 4 
And muſt J here deſponding lie ? 

* Why do I not for Mercy.cry?. , - 

2 Forgive my Sin, thou God of Grace, 

For Jeſus Sake, unveil thy Face! Ys 50 


7 Unworthy of the ſmalleſt Good, 1 
I plead a worthy Saviour's Blood; 1 


6 


On Him alone my Hopes depend, 
. My Surety, Advocate, and Friend: 


8 His Blood can cleanſe my Soul anew, 


His Power can all my Sins ſubdue ; 
Behold Him, Lord, and ſet me free, 
That I may live alone to Thee, | 


LXXVI. 


O that I knew where I might find him, that I might come 
even to his Scat ; I would order my Cauſe before hips 
and fill my Mouth with Arguments, Job xxiii. 3, 4. 


Jeart, 


Languiſh for a Sight > 
Ot Him who reigns on high, 
Jeſus, my Soul's ſupreme Delight, 
For Him alone I ligh. 
2 O that I knew the Place, 16 17 LY 
Where I might find my God, 5 
And make the Arms of his Embrace 


” My Soul's ſecure Abode ! 

3 Near to his Mercy's Seat, 2 1 
0 Where Grace triumphant reigns, © 
, 


Fd come and worſhip at his Feet, 
And tell him all my Patus, 


. 4 The Arguments I'd uſe, 
My Troubles ſhail ſuggeſt ; 

Nor can my bleſſed Lord refuſe 
The Cauſe of the Diſtreſs'd. 


5 O Jeſus, bring me near, 
New Lite, new Strength impart, 
- Baviſh at once my flaviſh Fear, 
And dyyell within my Heart, | 
3 LXXVII. 


LXXVII. 
Never Man ſpake like this Man, John vii, 46. oil. 
L | Us | 
I O Man, nor Angel, can compare 


"i (4 
| 


With our Almighty Lord ; 
To ſpeak like him what Seraph dare, 
Or imitate his Word ? 


2 Who can command the Dead to riſe, 
With a prevailing Power ? 
Who can pour Light on fightleſs Eyes? 
The Sick to Health reſtore ? 


3 Whoſe Word can Fiends in fernal tame? 
Or furious: Winds controul ; 

Vnſtop Deaf Ears—or cure the Lame 
Or make the Wounded whole? 


* One Word from Jeſus this performs, 
„And proves his Power divine; 


2 His Breath can ſtill the rougheſt N 
* Leviathan confine! 


5 None elſe could expiate my Guilt, ” 
Nor ſave one Soul from Hell, 
Not all the Blood of Mortals ſpilt 
Since our firſt Parents fell. 


6 Jeſus for me fulfill'd the Law, 
And Juſtice ſatisfied ; 


Key 
nas 
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05 My Guilt and Miſery He ſaw, 
| M0 on” And for my Ranſom died, 
I Love ſuch as His can ne'er be found. 7 
1 His Grace is rich indeed; E. 
a : 
1 Such Words as his there's none can > found, J 
Nor do as Jeſus did. wo 


-* mg + 


FS 
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LXXVIII. 


7 vill love the Lord, becauſe he hath heard my Foce, 
and my Supplications, Pſalm cxvi. 1, 


t HEE will 1 love, my deareſt Lord, 


For Thou haſt heard my mournful Cries, 


My. Soul ſhall live upon thy Word, 
For Thou haſt ſent me freſh Supplies. 


2 When I was overwhelm'd with Grief, 
Mourning I ſought Thee all in Tears, 

And Thou haft been my ſure Relief, 
And Thou haſt ſweetly calm'd my Fears. 


3 Why, O my God, why ſhoulg'ſt Thou be 
To me ſo infinitely kind ? 
Why ſuch Regard—ſuch Love to me? 
The Reaſon, Lord, I fain would find, 


4 Tis to exalt thy ſov'reign Grace, 
Thy Condeſcenſiomand thy Care; 
To lay me low before thy Face; 
That I thy Goodneſs might declare. 


5 O may thy Love be ſtill my Song, | 

Thy Honour be my ſole Employ, -# 

Jeſus, whilſt Thou my Life prolong, 
Till I in Heaven my God enjoy. 


LXXIX . 
The Upright love Thee. Cant. i. 4. 


1 FESUS, thy Love is ſtill my Theme, 
O let me love Thee all my Days! 
Worthy art Thou of my Eſteem, ; 
Worthy of all my higheſt Praiſe, * 
1 * H 2 All 


9 | 
699-23 
2 All upright Souls thy Praiſe proclaim, 
And I'm a Sharer in their Joy ; 


O did the World but know thy Name, 
Thy Praiſe would all the World employ. 


2 
1 . Wn moans 


as 


3 They'd ſcorn to mingle with the Duſt, 
And leave their Saviour far behind, 
They'd ſoon aſſemble with the Jose, 
And ſtrive 1HEIR Happineſs to find, 


Un 


kk tw 4 © hed Bc ad 


4 But, Lord, I fink with conſcious Shame, 
My Love is far below my Will; 
Quicken this Evangelic Flame, 
And let it burn more lively ſtill, 


6 


5 Jeſus, whom I adore and love, 
Increaſe my Faith and every Grace, 
Till I with all thy Saints above 
Behold the Beauties of thy Face. 


=y 


LXNXX. 


Iwill remember the Works of the Lord, ſurely I wil 
remember thy Wonders of old. Pſalm Ixxvii. 11, 


1 WAY, my Doubts, be gone, my Fear, 
7364 The Wonders of the Lord appear, 
The Wonders that my Saviour wrought ; 
O how delightful is the Thought ! 


F 2 The Wonders of Redeeming Love, 
= When firſt my Heart was drawn above; 
When jfirſt I ſaw my Saviour's Face, 
And triumph'd in his pard'ning Grace. 
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3 Purſue, my Thoughts, this pleaſing Theme, 
*T was not a Fancy nor a Dream; 
"Twas Grace deſcending from the Skies, 
And ſhall be marv'lous in my Eyes. 


4 Long had I mourn'd, like one forgot, 
Long had my Soul for Comfort fought, 
Jeſus was Witneſs to my Tears, 

And Jeſus ſweetly calm'd my Fears, 


5 Hecleans'd my Soul—He chang'd my Dreſs, 
And cloth'd me with his Righteouſneſs : 
He ſpoke at once my Sins forgiven, 

And I rejoic'd as if in Heaven, 


6 How was I ſtruck with ſweet Surprize, 
While Glory ſhone before my Eyes ! 
How did I ſing from Day to Day, 
And wiſh'd to ſing my Soul away! 


7 The World with all its Pomp withdrew, 
*T'was leſs than nothing in my View; 

| ' Redeeming Love was all my Theme, 

vil And Life appear'd an idle Dream. 


1. 


* 


8 I gloried in my Saviour's Grace; 
ar, I ſang my great. Redeemer's Praiſe ; 
My Soul now long'd to ſoar away, e 
And leave her Tenement of Clay. 


9 The Powers of Hell in vain combin'd 
Io tempt or interrupt my Mind; 2 
I faw, and ſang in joyſul Strains, | 9 
The Monſter Satan held in Chains. 8 = 


— H 2 10 Theſe 


Oo | ( 78 ) 


10 Theſe are the Wonders I record, 


The marv'lous Goodneſs of the Lord 6 N. 
O for a Tongue to ſpeak his Praiſe, I « 
To tell the Triumphs of his Grace! 0 r 
| c 
LXXXI. 
Who is this that cometh from Edom? With died Gar 
ments from Bozrah * This that is glorious in hi 
Apparel, travelling in the Greatneſi of his Strength? 
Ifaiah Ixil. 1. * 
thou me 
1 NX Ho is this heavenly Perſon, who mayo 
In Garments dyed methinks I ſee, ſalve, 1 


That comes from Edom, dreſt in Woe, 
That comes from Bozrah unto me? 


2 Glory his Blood-ſtain'd Robe adorns, 
His Body torn with Stripes ſevere, 
His ſacred Head beſet with Thorns, 

His Soul in Agonies appear. 


3 Tis my Redeemer, from above, 
Jeſus, the Saviour; Fes, tis He: He 
Great is his Strength, and great his Love— | 

He groan'd, He bled, He died for me. Tef 

| 

4 New Life his Blood and Wounds afford, , , 
My Sins have made his Sorrows bleed, Wh 
T'll go and meet my deareſt Lord, I 


And tell him how I hate the Deed. 


3 . 5 His dying Love my Soul conſtrains, 4 Ye 
While thus I view his Sufferings o'er, 1 
To hate the Cauſe of all his Pains, For 
To love his Precepts more and more. * 
; .6 Nov. 
N., i 4 


I 
*. 
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6 Now I'm engag'd by ſacred Tyes, 
I charge my Heart no more to ſtray 
From Him who dwells above the Skies, 
Nor grieve, nor tempt my Lord away. 


ed Gar 

6 LXXXII. 

bt? | 

FE counſel thee to buy of me Gold, tried in the Fire, that 
thou mayeft be rich; and white Raiment that thou 

) mayeſt be clothed ; and anoint thine Eyes with He- 

ee, ſalve, that thou maycſt ſee, Rev. iii. 18, 


I RISE, my Soul, to Jeſus fly, 

And caſt thy Fears away ; 

He will thine every Want ſupply, 
Make haſte, no longer ſtay. 


2 Look how he ſtands, and ſmiles to give 
His Glory and his Grace; 
He counſels Sinners to receive 
His Robe of Rightcouſneſs.. 


3 Jeſus the pureſt Gold appoints 

| T' enrich thg humble Poor; f 

Who with his heavenly Salve anoints - © 
In Darkneſs walks no more, | 


4 Ye drooping Souls that ſeek the Lord, 
Take Courage and believe, 

For God is Faithful to his Word, 
Great Grace you ſhall receive. 


6 Noy 1 7 5 Hs | n The | 


My Soal longeth, yea ewen fainteth for the Court; 0 


2 Tis for thy Courts, O Lord, I long; 


When ſhall I join the waiting Throng, 


3 I'd praiſe thee for the meaneſt Place, 


. 
41 long to tread that happy Ground, 
Where oft my Soul has richly fed; 


5 There have I often left my Fears, 


There have I left my Wants and Cares, 
And in returning, ſung Relief. 


( 8 ) 


5 The wretched, deftitute, and blind, But n 
Are thoſe whom Chriſt invite, Wi 
A Friend in Him they're ſute to find, I paſs 


Whoſe Power is infinite, In | 


LXXXIII. 
Longing for Public Morſbip. 


the Lord. Pſalm Ixxxiv. 2. 


Y God, how reſtleſs is my Mind ! 
Penfive I lie from Day to Day, 
And loth to be ſo much confin'd, 
I ligh my lonely Hours away. 


When ſhall I in thy Honſe appear ? 


And mix in humble Worſhip there? 


To ſtand as Waiter at thy Gate; 
-Could I but there behold thy Face, 
I'd think the Favour truly great, 


To hear the Goſpel's joyful Sound, 
To taſte ſubſtantial, Living Bread. 


When I have gone o'erwhelm'd with Grief; 


6 But 


| 
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But now I'm left at Home to mourn, 
While in thy Courts thy Saints rejoice ; 
I paſs my Sabbaths quite alone, | 
In ſad Complaints I ſpend my Voice. 
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> Jeſus, do thou my Strength renew; 
Remove my Weakneſs, heal my Pain ; 

That I may ſerve and praiſe Thee too, 
O bring me to thy Houſe again! 


- —— — — 
— 


O bring Thyſelf thy Graces near, 
And teach my Soul to wait thy Will; 
Then ſhall I ſerve and praiſe Thee here, 
And own Thee juſt and righteous ſtill, 


LXXXIV. : CT 
doing to the Lord's Supper, after long MY. 7 id 


HERE fhall I go but to my Lord, 
Who bled and died that I might live ? 
O let me now attend his Word, — 
He has Eternal Lite to give. | „ 


Come, bleſſed Spirit and confine # _— | 
My Meditations on his Love ; "2/0. 
That I may ſing of Grace divine, » 
And worſhip Him like thoſe above. 


My Thoughts from trifling Objects turn, 
Give me the Conqueſt over Pride ; 
O may I look on Him, and mourn ! | 4 
For Him I pierc'd and erueified. * 
| O tos 
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4 O for the Eye of Faith, to ſee 
My Saviour in his Prieſtly Dreſs ; 
As hanging on th' accurſed Tree, 
To work #:y Robe of Righteouſneſs, 


& Thi 

5 Enter, my Soul, his Gates with Praiſe, It 
And thankfully adore his Name, Con 
Whoſe Mercy lengthens out thy Days, R 


Whoſe Love to thee is ſtill the ſame, 


LXXXV. 
There is at Feruſalim a Pool which is called Beth 
: John v. 2. 
I Could I to Feruslem go, 
And reach Bethe/da's Pool, 5 
There the afflicted left their Woe, 2 Soo! 
The wounded were made whole ! 80 
2 Tn vain my wretched Unbelief * 
* Might thus fot ever ſigh; | 
3 Chriſt is the Source of all Relief, 3 Soo! 
J 14 : That Source is ever nigh. K. 
1 © 3 See how his Blood divinely flow, : 
. Ho plentiful and pure; 
— I need not to Ferus'lem go, 40 h. 
I To ſeek a better Cure, E 
1 | Js: 
4 Here is a Fountain deep and wide, ö 0 
A A Fountain rich and free; | 
5 { With healing Virtue well ſupplied, - 5 Lea 


3 For Sinners ſuch as me, TI 
| No]＋].- :- 
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5; Now let me riſe and praiſe his Name, 
And plunge into this Flood ; 
5 I need not waſh in Jordan's Stream, 
While here are Streams of Blood. 


neſs, 
& This is a Pool of high Renown, 
aiſe, Its Virtue is moſt ſure ; 
Come, Sinners, plunge directly down, 
1s, Receive an inſtant Cure. 
lame, | 
LXXXVI. 
Prepare to meet thy GOD, Amos iv. 13. 
' Bethiſi Y Life declines, my Strength is gone, 


Diſeaſe and Pains prevail; 
Death threatens to arreſt me ſoon, 
My Heart and Fleſh doth fail. 


2 Soon muſt I leave this Body here, 
Soon muſt my Soul away 
O awful Thought! My Soul, Prepare 
For that tremendous Day ! 


3 Soon muſt I paſs the ſolemn Teſt, 14 | 
How ſoon, my Judge can tell ! N 1 

When He with Smiles ſhall call me bleſt, 
Or frown me down to Hell. 4. 


40 how ſhall I prepare my Heart, a 
Eternal Life to gain ! | 
Jzsvs, thy Grace, thy Strength impart 
Or all I do is vain. 


I cannot for one Sin atone— 
I ſwell with Pride no more: 


- 


vie 
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| | All the beſt Duties I have dong, 
| I've reaſon to deplore. 

| | 

| 


| $ ]xsvs, on Thee alone I lean, 
| Do Thou my Soul prepare ; 
| O cleanſe my Heart from every Sin, 


And fix thy Dwelling there. * 

F x 
7 Renew'd and juſtified by Grace, e 

Complete I then ſhall ſtand, An 


Before th* almighty Father's Face, 
When he my Lite demand. 


LXXXVII. at I ha, 


yn I lotbe it, Tuould not live always, Job vii. 


A WT” will my ſweet Releaſe be ſign'i 
To quit this Houſe of Clay? 
When ſhall my Spirit, unconfin'd, 
To Glory wing her way? 


2 0 how I lothe this mortal Life, 
13 I hate this flaviſh Fear; 
= I long to end this tedious ſtrife Satan 


With Sin and Sorrow here. My 

| 3 I long to ſee a ſmiling God, | Wear) 

I. FR In everlaſting Light; And 
= __ When'ſhall I reach his bleſt Abode, Vere 
8 And gain th' inraptur'd Sight? I'd f 


4 M towring Thoughts diſdain to roll 
Amongſt theſe earthly Toys ; 
Jeſus is dearer to my Soul 


Than Life with all its Joys. 


I'd mo! 
And 
ain w. 


Iu h 


5 Mak 


7 'Y 
* 4 
* "3 

{ * =» 

* 
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Mafte hafte, my Days, fly faſter ſtill, 
And bring me to the. Place, 

To that delightful, holy Hill, 
Where Jeſus ſhews his Face. 


Why am I chain'd to Earth ſo long, 
Expos'd to every Snare ? 

When ſhall I join the heavenly Throng, 
And dwell forever there? 


LXXXVII. 


at I had Wings like a Dove, for then would Ifly 
May, and be at reſt, Pſalm Iv, 6, 


F Reſt I hear, of Reſt J talk, 
But Reſt I cannot fee ; 

O how laborious is my Work ! 
Earth has no Reſt for me. 


b vil. 1 


de ſign' 


7 


| 


Hard do I toil with Sins and Woeg, | 1 
With Unbelief and Fears; 3 1 

Satan doth all my Work oppoſe, 7 | 
My Couch is wet with Tears. 


5 
Weary. with Watchfulneſs I mourn, 1 

And long to be away, | * 
le, Vere I, like Doves, on Pinions borne, br 


I'd fly without Delay. 


I'd mount above this earthly Ball, 
And make my Way to God ; 

ain would I reſt my weary Soul 
Iu his ſupreme Abode. 


5 But 
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(8% 9 
5 But why, Impatience, doſt thou riſe } arewel 
Depart, thou Source of III! Fare 


Why ſhould I fly and cleave the Skies, arewel 
Before my Father's Will? Farew 


6 What if on Earth J yet muſt dwell, e Deat 
If Jeſus is but near, would 
Chearful I'll fight with Sin and Hell, ntie the 
And overcome my Fear, nſtead o 

Sin is! 
ſing th 


ger 1 pa 
) when 


+ No Harm can come beyond the Bounds 
Which his own Hands have ſet ; | 
My Soul ſhall hide beneath his Wounds, 
And find al ſafe Retreat. 


| LXXXIX. 
| | Longing to be Diſſitved. 


What a vain and empty World is this! 
And muſt I travel on this barren Ground 
It can afford no true, ſubſtantial Bliſs ; 
Nothing but Sin and Sorrow's to be found. 


2 How little do I here enjoy of God! 

„ - At Diſſolution I could now rejoice ; 

2 83 I long to leave this gloomy, dark A bode, 
bo And bid farewel to Earth and all its Noiſe. 


i 2 3: Fain would T ſing «* « Farewel vain World, Adi 
1 2 4 Farewel to all the Allurements to Sin: 
| | . « Farewel my Friends !—A ſhort Farewel to Y 


5 - We. pact awhile —but foon ſhall meet "again 
| We 2 1 Farc 
5 "XY — MY 34:5 
i 92 


; * | * 
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arexwel to Pains, to Weakneſs, and to Cares; 
Farewel Reproach, and Poverty, and Shame; 
arewel to Sickneſs, Miſery, and Tears ; 
Farewel Revilers of my worthleſs Name.” 


e Death—Thou welcome Meſſenger appear, 
would embrace thee with extended Arms ; 
ntie the filken Bands that hold me here, 

nſtead of Horror thou ſhalt come with Charms. 


Sin is pardon'd, and thy Sting is gone, * 

fing the Viar'y—thro' my Saviour's Blood: 

Js zer I pant for my celeſtial Crown; 

* ) when ſhall I appear be fore my God! 
XC. 9 1 q 

Longing for Glory. 1 


AS TE that delightful—awful Day, . 
When this my Soul ſhall leave her Clay, 
ount up, and make her laſt Remove, 
ad join the Church of Chriſt above. 


ain World ! What are your Toys to me? 
is Jeſus that I want to ſee. 

i leave my Friends, my Life, my all, 

id thus addreſs this earthly Ball: | 


os, e. Farewel, no more I tread your Ground. 
No more I need the Goſpel Sound; Af 

d, Ad My Feet have reach'd the heavenly Shore, A. 6 WY 2 

in: cou no Imperfection more. | 805 

Lto Y 

again 


Fares 
* 


„ - 


— 2 * r 
Nor view my Relicks with Concern 3 4.5 
1 & - 4% O ces 
* | 


- N 
* 


C8: 1) 


* Oceaſe to drop the pitying Tear, Mytcn wi 
* I'm got beyond the Reach of Fear. Mad ſet 1 


5 Through Tribulation ſharp and long, bus did 
I'm brought to join the ſinleſs Throng; From Go 
Glory to God for every Woe, eſus, m 

For every Pain I felt below. \nd drew 


6 All Glory to the Lamb of God, by do! 
My Robes are ſpotleſs through his Blod Thy, 0 
*Tis through his free and ſov'reign Gr e fill, 

I now behold his bliſsful Face. ind urge 

hall one 
that d. 
hall T ar 
nd char 
o: tis 
XCl. ach Wo 

OW have I ſpent in Sighs and Tear ls for { 

A tedious Series of Years ; is from 

Oft have I ſought a kind Releaſe, is He, 
But ah! my Sorrows ſtill increaſe. he great 
feace, th. 
hine is 


7 Worthy the Lamb that once was ſlain, 
In Glory infinite to reign ; | 
To Him unceafing Praiſe be given, 
By all on Earth, and all in Heaven. 


Through my whole Frame my Weakneß 
Sickneſs and Pain increaſing too, 
„5 Troubles on every ſide await, . W this his 
1 * And Woes inſuperably great. ben let 
3 t Unbe 
lor ſpurr 


1 * 4 Where is the Pity of a God ? 
A ET * See, how I groan beneath his Rod! 
3 


. 8 How long will he in Wrath chaſtiſe, "th Shai 
Z 2 And diſregard, my mournful Cries? as caſt c 
1 4 * 18 8 aul! 
i Oppreſt, impatient, 1o! I cry, 4 

And wiſh, and pray, and long 9h => 


22 83 0) Py * 1 


9 
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Vhen wilt thou, Death, theſe Eyelids cloſe, 
\nd ſet me free from all my Woes ? 


ng, bus did my diſcontented Heart 
rong ; From God, thro? Unbelief depart ; 
eſus, my Shepherd ſaw me ſtray, 
\nd drew my Thoughts a different Way, 


Thy do I droop, and pine, and faint ? 
„ Blol'by, O my Soul, this raſh Complaint ? 
ze (till, leſt thou the Lord provoke, 

and urge from Him a heavier Stroke. 


hall one ſo vile as I complain ? 

, that deſerve eternal Pain ? 

hall I arraign th* Almightty here, 

nd charge Him with a Hand ſevere ? 


7 


0: *tis in Mercy now I ſee 

ach Woe is ſent that troubles me; 
d Teuris for ſome good, ſome gracious End, 
is from my Father and my Friend. 


is He, —The infinitely good, 
. he great, the juſt, the holy God! 8 
eace, then, my Soul ! thy Grief remove. 
hine is a God of Truth and Love, 


this his Way to purge my Droſs ? 
hen let me welcome every Croſs ! 
t Unbelief no more repine, | 
(or ſpurn at Goodneſs ſo divine. 


eakneſ⸗ 


| * #. 

iſe, {Shame I wipe away my Tears, 2 r 

1 5 caſt on God my Grief and Fears; - SE 
"WF Soul lies proſtrate in the Duſt, 7 


Mit 7 that all his Ways are juſt, —_— 
& » 4 "7 * 1 | 
7 * 1 2 , XCII. e = 


\ 
4 
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XCII. 


Zam affliificd and ready te die from wy Yout 


Pſalm Kxxviii. 15. 


1 OW are my Powers all tun'd to mourg 


O'er my afflifted Lot ! 


Up from my Youth my Health is gone, 


And Pleafure is forgot, 


With Pains and heavy Cares ! 
How is my Sprightlineſs defac'd 


With Sighs, and Groans, and Tears 5 


3 How is my Envy prone to riſe 
When I the healthy view ; 
How do I raife my plaintive Cries, 
And wiſh for Soupdneſs too, 


4 + 4 If all the Earth could be my Lot, 
# With all its glittering Wealth, 
yo” I'd not with-hold the ſmalleſt Spot, 
- But give it all for Health. 


XJ g If Gold could but my Health reſtore, 
And ſet me free from Pain, 

I'd beg the Boon from Door to Door, 
And purchaſe Health agaig. 


But where is now my humble Truf 


„ I God's Almighty Voice? 


Why do I think of yellow Duſt, 
Which often Health deſtroys? 


2 How are wy blooming Years difgrac'd 


ow V2 
Of gr 
God 


I lang 


ſus, v 
And J 
beak T 
Diſtre 


zeak, L 
In Me 
0 ſhall t 
Be ſpe 


md, 1 


ESUS 

Of FE 
o Thee 
Who u 


ord, I'r 
Oppret 
ppreit y 
O unde 


y Hear 
Fooliſh 

condeſc 
O unde 


bs 


1 


ow vain are all the Drugs and Skill 
Of great Phyſicians here! 
God denies a Bleſſing ſtill, 


Lal I languiſh in their Care. 


ſus, with whom Compaſſions dwell, 
And Power to wound and heal, 

0 mourgWcak Thou the Word, and I am well, 
Diſtreſs no more I feel. 

dne, 
xeak, Lord, and Thou ſhalt have the Praiſe, 
In Mercy ſet me free; 

o ſhall the Remnant of my Days 

Be ſpent alone to Thee. 

05 XCIIE. 

nd, J am ofpreſſed,, Undertake for me! 
Iſaiah xxxvyi. 14. 


ESUS, my Advocate and King, 
Of Power omnipotent poſſeſt, 
o Thee my every Woe I bring, 1 
Who undertakes for Souls oppreſt. 


ord, I'm oppreſt with Pains and Cares 
Oppreſt with Sin, oppreſt with Griet, . 
re, ppreſt with Unbelief and Fears, | 
O undertake to ſend Relief. 


y Heart is hasd and ſtubborn Mill, 

Fooliſh and vain my Thoughts ariſe ;. 

condeſcend to bow my Will, 

9: undertake to make me wiſe. - 8 
1 4 Greats 


ur 
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4 Great Mediator, now appear, 5 v 
Let me thy full Salvation know ; 

O manifeſt thy Power here, U 
And lay me at thy Footſtool low. 


$ Jeſus, I leave my Cauſe with Thee, 
Plead thy dear Wounds before the Thry 
O interceed with God for me, 
And ſhower theſe needful Bleſſings down, 


XCTV. 


e T am aſhamed, and bluſh to lift up n T 
to Thee, Exra ix. 6. 


F ET me lie proſtrate on the Ground, 
And veil my bluſhing Face, x 
So deep, ſo dreadful is my Wound, 
I ſeek a hiding Place. 


2 *Twas Sin that made this Wound in me, 
Then let me hate its Name; I «vi 
»Twas Sin, O whither fhall I flee ? 

I lie confus d in Shame. 


3 Aſham'd to lift my Face to God, 


So great my Crimes appear : / 
'T dread the Vengeance of his Rod, | 
His furious Wrath I fear. 


4 What am I in Jehovah's Haud ? 
The ſacred Page will tell: 

He can at once my Soul demand, 
And fink it down to Hell, 


1 990) 


gs Well may I tremble at his Power, 
He's holy, juſt, and wiſe : 
Why has he ſpared me to this Hour, 
Whoſe Guilt for Vengeance cries ? 


6 Let his long-ſuffering Eove, and Grace, 
Each grateful Thought employ, 
Which far more Willingneſs diſplays, 
To ſave, than to deſtroy. 


- Thro 


4 down, 


7 Jeſus yet ſtands before the Throne, 
And pleads for Sinners there; 


wp my | Then let me lean on Him alone, 
Till He ſubdues my Fear. 


$ By Faith in Him I'll now preſume 
To lift my Eyes to Heaven ; 
He will my ſecret groans perfume, 
And ſhew my Sins forgiven. 


ind, 


me, | XCV. 
I «vill ſpeak in the Bitterneſi of my Soul. Job x. b 


1 IN this extreme Diſtreſs of Sul. 

How can I but complain! | | 

I can no more my Speech controul, 
Do more from Tears refrain. 


2 Great is my Anguiſh, deep my Grief, 
O whither ſhalt I flee ? 
Far is my Soul from all Relief, 
No Help on Earth I ſee. * 


3 My Spirits and my Strength are gope, 
And I from Day to Dax 


( 94 ) 
Sit quite diſconſolate alone, 
And figh my Hours away. 


4 O grievous Lot! O heavy Woe! 
Muſt I this Croſs ſuſtain 

So long as I a Feeling know, 

So long as Lite remain ? 


5 Why do my Sorrows yet increaſe, 
And flow on every Side ? 

Why is my Soul depriv'd of Peace? 
Of Comfort why denied ? 


6 Why am I chaſten'd every Day? 
My Nights why ſpent in Pain ? 
Why ſhould Deliverance longer ſtay ? 
Are all my Prayers vain? 


7 Why ſo myſterious are thy Ways, 
And dreadful in my Sight ? 
She me, that I may liſp thy Praiſe, 
And ſerve thee with Delight, 


= 38 © chaſe this Darkneſs from my Mind, 

And raiſe my Thoughts above, 
That I may full Salvation find, 
And celebrate thy Love. 


XCVI. 


; Surely I am more brutiſh than any, Prov. xxx, 2, 


» JDRING all the brutiſh and unwiſe, 
"Who neither know nor love 

That God who made the Earth and Skies, 

Who reigns ſupreme above. 

a# 2 Set 
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3 Set forth their baſe Ingratitude 
In all its blackeſt Hue, 
I'd mingle with this hateful Brood, 
As vileſt of the Crew. 
3 Alas! They never, never felt 
The Power of quick' ning Grace; 
They never ſaw their Nature's Guilt, 
Nor felt their Helpleſſneſs. 
4 They ne'er enjoy'd a Savioun's Love; 
They ne'er convers'd with Heaven; 
Ne'er heard IEHOVAH from above 
| Pronounce their Sins forgiven. 


g But I thefe Mercies have enjoy'd 
In Wiſdom's facred Ways; 
Then how were all my Powers employ'd 
In grateful Strains of Praiſe ! 
6 Jeſus, I knew, endur'd my Shame 
Upon th' accurſed Tree, 
How did I venerate his Name 
Who ſuffer'd there for me ! 


7 My Heart awhile with Ardor burn'd, 
The Grace I could not hide, 


Yet I to Sin again return'd, 
And all his Work denied. 


8 Now let me take the loweſt Place, 
And chide my brutiſh Heart, 
Which thus abus'd the richeſt Grace 
That Mercy could impart, 


9 Here is Ingratitude, indeed, y 
In all its deepeſt Stains ; * 
tere 


* 
0 
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Here let my Sorrows ever feed, 
While Lite and Breath remains. 


* 


10 Yes, Tl repent, till Jeſus ſmile 
And ſhews my Sins forgiven ; 
I'll mourn Ingratitude fo vile 
If poſſible—in Heaven. 


| XCVII. 
Hide me under the Shadow of thy Wings, Pf. xvii. 8, 


1 JESUS, my Hiding- place Thou art, 
My Rock, my Refuge, and my All, 
My Mis'ries ſwell, O take my Part; 
In Mercy ſave me, or I fall. 


2 My Soul is overwhelm'd with Grief, 

My Heart with Sorrows well nigh broke; 
Haſte and appoint ſome kind Relief, 
Or I muſt die beneath the Stroke, 


1 3 Pity my Weakneſs, O my God, 
1 My Woes unable to ſuſtain ; 
E Lighten the great, the heavy Load, 
2 And mix ſame Pleaſure with my Pain, 


4 Leave not my drooping Soul alone. 
Leſt I diſnonour thy great Name; 
Leſt Satan mock my doleful Moan, 
And laugh exulting o'er my Shame, 


5 Hide me, I tremble at thy Power, 
I Fear thy Rod, thou King of Kings, 
Hide me, till all thy Wrath is o'er 
_Bgſneath the Shadow of thy Wings. 


XCVIIL 
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XCVIIL 


He will regard the Prayer of the Deſlitnte, 


Pſalm cli. 17. 


1 T TOW ſuitable this Word to me, 

A deſtitute, diſtreſſed Worm! 

Lord, I will make my Moan to thee; 
Do Thou thy Promiſe now perform, 


2 Hear me, for I amdeſtitute, 
Oppreſs'd with Grief and heavy Woes; 
Do not deſpiſe my humble Suit, 
For I in Thee my Truſt repoſe, 


3 I can to none but Thee complain, 
O let thy Faith fulneſs appear; 
Look with Compaſſion en my Pain, 
And bring thy tender Mercies near, 


4 Regard me in my low Eſtate, 
Perplex'd and griev'd on ev'ry Side, 
Helpleſs and poor, my Wants are great, 
Let them by Thee be all ſupplied, 


On Thee alone for Help call, 
I'd truſt an arm of Fleſh no more; 
Fain would I make my God my all, 
But Thou, my God, muſt give the Power, 


6 O let thy Spirit now deſcend, 
And work a ſtronger Faith within; 
Be Thou my Father and my Friend, 


And now eternal Life bring in. 
| XCIX, 
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XCIX 


. che Abu of the Priſoners come before Thee | 
Pſalm Ixxix. 11. 


7 by Thee, my God, I make my moang 
Lend Thou a gracious Ear; 


+ Let every Sigh, let every Groan, 
Before thy Throne appear. 


2 For Friends my Serrows ſwell too high, 
My Woes they cannot bear ; 
Helpleſs and deſtitute I lie, 
Expos'd to every Snare. 


3 Whilſt Thou, O Lord, my Soul forſake, - 
I muſt indulge my Grief ; 
O let my Heart with Sorrow break, 
So I may gain Relief. 


4 If here I muſt not ſee thy Face. 
Be Liſe no longer given; 
mw Fjniſh at once thy work of Grace, 

i And take me up to Heaven. 


5 Haſte, Lord, my Soul is all diſtreſs'd, 
Diſtracting Fears ariſe ; 
O let thy Boſom be my Reſt, 
No other can ſuffice, 


6 Come, O my dear Redeemer, come, 
How tedious is thy Stay ! 
T long till Thou ſhalt take me home, 
And ſend my Fears away, 
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'n Thee unto me, and have Mercy upon me, for I am . 1 
deſolate and afflifted, Pſalm xxv. 16. | 


I God, how mournful is my Caſe ! 
How high my Sorrows riſe ! 
Shew me again thy ſmiling Face, 
And hear my doleful Cries, 


2 How great my Weakneſs and my Pain, 
How far from all Relief ! 
No Friend to hear my Soul complain, 
Or mitigate my Griet, 


Near to the Gate of Death I lie, 
And fear to enter in; 
Hear me, O God, before I die, 
And chear my Soul again, 


4 Doth God in Wrath my Soul abhor ? 
Why am I thus diſtreſt? 

For Jeſus? fake, thy Hand withdraw, 
And give my Spirit reſt, 


5 Turn unto me thy gracious Exe, 
O thou eternal God !. 
Before I faint, before I die 
Beneath thy chaſt'ning Rod. 


6 While o'er thy fainting, dying Duſt, 
The riſing Billows roll, 
Help. me to make thy Name my Truſt, 
And chear my drooping Soul. 
4 K 7 While 


* 
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, 7 While I exert my feeble Powers, 

| And ſend my Groans above, 

Lighten, O Lord, my gloomy Hours, 
With thy forgiving Love. 


CI. 


I would ſeck unto God, and unto God would J co 
my Cauſe, which doeth great Things, and unſca 
able; marvellous Things without Number. 


Job v. 8, 9. 


I O God I'd ſeek in each Diſtreſs, 
To God I'd find a near Acceſs ; 
He has an Arm which can ſuſtain, 
And he allows me to complain. 


2 He never gave my Soul a Charge, 
Not on my Sorrows to enlarge ; 
He bids me bring my Troubles near, 
And ſpeak without Reſerve, or Fear, 


3 Welcome Iam in ev'ry Caſe 
To meet Him at his Throne of Grace; 
He will not one Complaint oppoſe, 
Nor tire while I repeat my Woes, 


4 O for a ſupplicating Frame, 

| For ſtronger Faith in Jeſus* Name! 

| | — Lord, take each Obſtacle away, 

bi My Soul would now, in earneſt, pray. 
5 II 


* 
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5 'Twas from thine Hand my Trials came, 
Thine Hand can ſoon remove the ſame ; 


Thou art a Wonder-working God, 
uy And Faithfulneſs attends thy Rod, 


6 Thou doſt what none can imitate, 
Things as unſearchable as great : 
Thy marvellous, myſterious Ways 


Tranſcend, while they demand all Praiſe. 
I con 


d unſcar 
ber. 


'CII. 


Cup which my Father hath given me, ſhall I not 
drink it. John xvill. 11, 


refs, 
eſs; F T this unpleaſant Cup now given 
By Thee, my Father, Lord of Heaven? 
O let me then in Silence ſtand, 
And meekly take it at thine Hand. 


2 Tf Thou wilt help me to believe, 
I can this bitter Draught receive ; 

7, Tho? mix'd with Wormwood and with Gall, 
My Soul in Faith can drink it all, 


3 Thou know'ſt I am but feeble Duſt 
race; Too apt thy Goodneſs to miſtruſt ; 
But let not Darkneſs veil my Mind, 
5 Let me not think my God unkind. 


4 Still, Saviour, let me ſee thy Face, 
4 And reſt my Soul in thine Embrace, 
1 Send down freſh Cordials from above, 
Ang mix this Woe with Signs of Love. 
8 2 K 2 5 Doſt 


EI 


* 


— — A >_< 


* 


60 


5 Doſt Thou not bear thy Children's Grief? 

Then I from Thee ſhall gain Relief; 

Yes, by thy Grace and Love divine, 
Tho' all unworthy, I am thine. 


6 Vengeance is not prepar'd for me, ; Wha 
My Cup of Wrath was drank by Thee; N 
O let my Soul forbear to frown, 
And drink this milder Mixture down. 


7 Lord, while its bitter Flavor laſt, 
Let thy rich Love be my Repaſt; 
Off as the Taſte return again, 

Let heavenly Joy abſorb the Pain. 


CIII. 


72 art thou caſt dorun, O my Soul, and why art . 
diſquieted ⁊uithin me: Hope thou in God, for 1): 
get praiſe Him. Pſalm xlii. 11. 


+ Wh 
V 
Still 
A 


FHY thus caſt down, my Soul ? 
Why doſt thou yield to Fear ? 
And ponder o'er the Roll 
Of Guilt and Darkneſs here ? 
Shake off thy Grief 
And ſoar above, 

There's ſure Relief 

In ſov'reign Love. 


1 


I the. 1 


2 Why do I thus complain, 
And bow my drooping Head ? 
Chear up my Soul again, 
Thy Saviour is not dead: 


Jeſus, 


( 203 ) 


Grief? Jeſus thy Lord, 
f ; Is ſtill the ſame, 4 
Ce, Believe his Word, 

And truſt his Name. 


3 What, tho' he hides his Face, 
hee ; Nor will one Smile afford, 
Thou yet mayſt plead his Grace, 

And venture on his Word: 
Still all thy Truſt 
On Him repoſe, 
And own Him juſt 
In all thy Woes, 


Ne 


i Why ſhould diſtreſſing Thoughts, 
Why ſhould diſtracting Cares, 
Still aggravate thy Faults, 
And urge thy flowing Tears ? 
No longer fight 
Againſt his Rod; 
But ſtill delight 
And hope in God. 


2 art t! 
for J. 


1 ? 
ear? 


CIV. 


ul the. Lord caſt off for ever, and will be be favours 
able no more. Pſalm IXxvii. 7. 


— — — 
5 


© 
_—_— —— 


7 JESUS, when I can ſee thy Face, | 
And feel the Influence of thy Grace, * 
I can all outward Woes ſuſtain, 
And own Thee juſt in ev'ry Pain. | 
eſus, M0 K 3 2 But 


n 
—_— —— — 
_ 


( 104 ) 
2 But, O how high my Sorrows riſe, 
How ſad, how doleful are my Cries, 


How inſupportable my Smart, 
When Thou refuſe to chear my Heart ! 


3 The Frowns of Friends whom I revere, 
May cauſe my Eyes to drop a Tear : 
But the Diſpleaſure of my God 
Proves to my Soul the ſharpeſt Rod. 


Fi Laid; wherefore doſt Thou hide thy Fac: 
Why doſt Thou Mill with-hold thy Grace 
I ak—while I my Sins deplore, 
Is Mercy gone for evermore ? 


$ Will God no more regard my Woes ? 
No more ſuſtain? No more compoſe? 
What!—am I from his Preſence drove? 
No more to taſte or feel his Love ? 


v Jeſus, I till reſolve, by Grace, 
To truſt thy Word, and ſeek thy Face, 
Low at thy Feet I'll plead thy Care, 
And if I muſt, I'II periſh there. 


CV. 


Chaſtened and not killed, 2 Cor. vi. 9. 


HASTEN'D I am from Day to Day, 


From Year to Year I groan; 
When will my Troubles ceaſe, or ſtay ? 
When will my Griefs be gone? 
2 Such 


2 Su 


Je r 


( 15 5 Al 


2 Such Pain and Sickneſs waſtes my St re ngeh, 


7 Such Weakneſs bows me down ; # | 
My Spirit dreads the tedious Length, 9 
cart! As Morn or Night comes on. 
. 3 Anxious I wiſh with ſad Concern 
"2 To end theſe gloomy Days ; 
When will my Lord again return, | 
. Aud fill my Mouth with Praiſe # = 


iy Fact 4 In Faithfulneſs'hath He not ſaid 
He will not always chide ; 


Then let me raiſe my drooping Head, 
And in his Word confide. 


5 He will in Mercy yet return, 
Tho? now he hides his Face: 
I ſhall not always chaſten'd mourn, 
His Word inſures my Peace, 


*4 2 
ee, 6 My ſuffering Time will ſoon be o'er, | 
4 Soon ſhall my Soul away ; 
I Then fhall J ſigh and fin no more, 
But ſing thro? endleſs Day. 1 
CVI. 
. Ze refloreth my Soul, be leadeth me in the Paths of | 


Righteouſneſs, Pſalm xxiii. 3. 


” 
to Day, 2 OW ſhall my Soul adore the Grace, 

And fing the Wonders of that Love, 
ſtay ? Which bid me ſeek Jehovah's Face, 1 


* furt allur'd my Thoughts above. 
3 Such et 2 Lord, 


( 166 ) 


—_ 2 Lord I confeſs my wandering Ways, 
1 And chide my vile backſliding Heart, 


= I mingle Grief with humble Praiſe, 
And mourn my Sins with inward Smart, 


3 Thy pard'ning Mercy I embrace, y.* 
And waft ten thouſand Thanks above, 
Rejoicing in reſtoring Grace, 
Triumphant in recovering Love. 


4 To Thee, thou holy, juſt, and true, 
(Rais'd from the Borders of the Grave) PI 


I dedicate myſelf anew, 
And teſtify thy Power to ſave. Pr 
x The Paths of Righteouſneſs I'll tread, 5 He 
So long as Life to me is given: He 
Jeſus will help in every Need, He 
Till thro his Love I enter Heaven. No 


6 Then, when I reach thoſe bliſsful Plains TP 
Where Seraphs vie to ſhout his Praiſe, 
, a > Til 
I too in their exalted Strains, 
Forever ſhali extol his Grace. 


CVIL 


Ele maketh me to lie down in green Paſtures, he leadul 
mere beſide the flill Waters, Pſalm xxiii. 2. 


* 


2 ESUS, my mourning Soul doth lead, 
And tells me where my Faith muſt feed: 
Strait I behold his Love divine, 


And hear him whiſper, <* I A bo 


6: 2 * am 
# * 


( 17 ) 


% am thy Rock, thy Hiding-place, 
„Come view the Riches of my Grace — 
„ On me I took thy Guilt and Shame, 


nart. *« Obey'd and ſuffer'd in thy Name. 


3 Twas for thy Sins, —it was for Thee 
© hung upon the accurſed Tres: 
. Come, feaſt upon my bleeding Love, 
„ And let my Grace thy Grief remove.” 


4 My Mourning now ſhall turn to Praiſe, 
ve) I'll ſing the Wonders of his Grace; 
Awake my Soul, and Heart, and Tongue, 
Praiſe Him to whom all Praiſe belong. 


5 How ſiveet the Paſtures where I rove ! 
How rich the Fruits of Jeſu's Love! 


Here would my Soul for ever ſtay, 


. No more, my Shepherd, let me ſtray. 
= 6 Lord, let me never change my Place, * 
0 Till I behold Thee Face to Face; 


And when I join the finleſs Throng, 
Wonder and Love ſhall tune my Song. 


CVIIL 

ö lauduſſu zt, in my Body the Marks of the Lord eſis, 
No Gal. vi. 17. 
d, 1 H O' I of Sinners am the chief, 
t feed: Marks I ſuſtain of Jeſu's Grief ; 

To His my Woes ſome likeneſs bear, 3 
E. Ang in his Sufferipgs I ſhare, 1 | 
In = 2 Did 


EC 208 J 
2 Was He in Grief forſook by all, 


Contemn'd and ſcorn'd by Viſa and Small ? 9 W 
A I too in ſilent Sadneſs mourn, By 
_— - Revil'd, deſpis'd, and left alone. 1 
1 : u 
3 Did he in Poverty appear ? 
This is a Badge I daily wear : 10 H 
Did Perſecution Him purſue? I; 
W I'm perſecuted too. 4 
| 
4 Did he for Sins on others found 
Receive a deep, a mortal Wound? 11 L 
In me this Mark is alſo known, N 
I ſmart for Follies not my own. Fa 
5 Was He with fore Temptations vex'd ? 
With ſad Suggeſtions I'm perplex'd. 
2 His Life was one ſad Scene of Woe: [nll 1, 
"= Ra Mine is a Scene of Sorrow too. val 
or Atv 
Se 


* 6 But let me fink with conſcious Shame 
Before the great eternal Name: . [ 
Let me my Pride and Boaſting quell, 


And mourn, while I the Difference tell, hy 
© 7 Tho' Jeſus did in Sorrows roll, ,V 
Holy and finleſs was His Soul ; 
But I, a Wretch, conceiv'd in Sin, \ 
Am all unholy and unclean, 
$ How did the ſuffering Saviour ſhine 31 
In Love and Meekneſs all Divine! 
4 But my impatient, wretched Heart, \ 


4 Is prone at every Croſa to ſtart, 


g Wha: 


* 
* 


f 


( rog ) 


9 What, tho” by other's Sins I'm pain'd, 
By me their Guilt is not ſuſtain'd : 
But Chriſt beneath His Father's Frown 


| Suffer'd for others' Sins alone, 


> mall ? 


10 He is Supreme of Heaven and Earth : 
I am a Worm, and nothing worth : 
Life for the Dead His Sufferings bought, 
But mine, alas! can merit nought. 


11 Like His, ſuch agonizing Pain, 
No Morta! ever could ſuſtain ! 
Then bluſh, my Soul, from hence forbear 
With Chriſt's Afflictions to compare, 


* 
— 


CIX. 


I will look to the Lord, I will wait for the God of my. 


Salvation, my God will hear me. Mic. vi. 7. 


I Y God !—for I can call Thee Mie; 
My Father and my Friend ; 
1, Am I not Thine, for ever Thine ? 
| To Thee my Groans aſcend, 


2 When Helpers fail on every hand, 
IT look to Thee, O Lord, 


My Doubts and Fears thro' Faith withſtand, 
And truſt thy faithful Word. 


3 In all my Straits, in all my Woes, 
For Thee, my God, I wait ; 
My Soul can all her Truſt repoſe 
Vhat On Faithfulneſs ſo great, 


4 My 


1 „ 
- — 


BY 
4 My God How pleaſing is the Sound! 


What can I wiſh for more ?— 
In Thee, my God, my Soul has found 
An everlaſting Store, 


s My God, I till repeat the Cry, 
Bring thy Salvation near; 


My God, do Thou my Wants ſupply, 


And manifeſt Thy Care, 


6 My God will hear me when I call, 
My God will ſend Relief ; 
While Thou, my God, art all in all, 
I cannot yield to Grief, 


7 This Word can lighten every Care 
While I can ſay, My God, 
Fullneſs in Poverty I ſhare, 
And ſatisfy ing Food. 


1 $ Eternal Thanks to thy great Name, 
1 | | Whoſe Grace hath made me thine ; 
Nothing ſhall put my Soul to Shame, 
While I can call Thee mine: 


9 Let grateful Thanks to Jeſus riſe, 
Who bought me with his Blood, 
Who gave his Life a Sacrifice, 
IN Ere I could ſay, My God. 


* 10 Joyful in Tribulation now, 
I bleſs my God and King; 
Of Mercy and of Judgment too, 
% With chearful Voice J ſing. 


12 My 


My Go 
They 
I leave | 


In T. 


Thing 


Thin! 
And | 
While 
Vith thi 
his 1s f 
And b 


fear'd 1 
und ca! 
Againſ 
but ſanct 
lore ſo 1 
That d 


ly God, 
it Thou 
To all t 
dntent w 
[ may b 
Aud ha! 


My 


unt 


My God, Thou haſt rebuk'd my Fears, 
They fled at Thy Command; 

I leave my Soul with all her Cares 
In Thine Almighty Hand. 


Ex. 


Thing give Thanks, for this is the Will of God. 
I Theſſ. V. 18. 


Think my Table richly ſpread, 
And bleſs the Lord for wholeſome Bread, 
While nothing more appears; 
Vith this I am not left to ſtarve, 
his is far more than I deſerve, 
And better than my Fears. BB 
fear'd leſt Diſcontent ſhould turn, 
\nd cauſe 'my Appetite to ſpurn 
Againſt a Meal ſo dry; 
but ſanctified by Prayer, tis ſweet, - 
lore ſo than all the ſav'ry Meat, 
That — Sinners buy. 


[y God, how infinitely kind 
t Thou, to reconcile my Mind 
To all thy ſov'reign Will! 
ntent with Nothing 1 ſhall be, 

[ may but converſe with Thee, 


bd have Thy Preſence ſtill, 


4 No 


( 289 J 9 Th 


4 No one ſhall hear my Tongue complain, 2 


If Thou my Spirit wilt ſuſtain, 0 
And fill my Soul with Peace; | 


My Gratitude ſhall ſtill aſoend, 
I'll love and praiſe Thee to the End, : 
Till all my Wants ſhall ceaſe, zo Th 

5 Humbiy ſor thoſe I'd intercede, ” 
Who ſuffer Poverty and Need, Th 
Without Contentment given : Sh 

O teach them by their Wants to pray, ; 


And then do Thou Thy Power diſplay, 
And ſend them Bread from Heaven. 


6 In earneſt I would bear in Mind, 
The Poor, the Sick, the long-confin'd, 
With ſuch I ſympathize ; | 
To ſuch I feel Compaſſion move, 
To ſuch I would appear in Love, 
And wipe their weeping Eyes. 


7 O may their Sorrows ſweetly lead, 
Their hungry, fainting Souls to feed 
On Chrift, the living Bread; 
So ſhall they patiently endure, 
And find their Happineſs ſecure 
In Him their living Head. 


8 Come, O ye helpleſs and diſtreſt, 
Lean on a Saviour's loving Breaſt, 
In Him there's ſweet Repoſe ; 
He will ſupport, He will ſuſtain, 
He'll bear a Part in ev'ry Pain, 
And ſanctify your Woes, 


{ 11g ) 


The Time is ſhort, you ſoon ſhall riſe, 
| And bid farewell to weeping Eyes, 
plain, And reach the heav'nly ſhore ; 
O pleaſing Thought ! My Soul, prepare 
To meet thy Fellow-ſufferers there, 
And aid them to adore, 


z0 There ſhall our now complaining Souls, 
Drink of thoſe overflowing Bowls 
Of God's unchanging Love; 
There Jeſus, our exalted Head, 
Shall feed us with delicious Bread, 
And all our Wants remove. 


CXI. 
Renouncing the World, 


ELL me no more of earthly Toys, 
Of ſinful Mirth and carnal Joys, 
The Things I lov'd before; 
ö Let me but view my Saviour's Face, 
And feel His animating Grace, 
| And I deſire no more. 


L | 
feed 2 Tell me no more of Praiſe and Wealth, 
Tell me no more of Eaſe and Health, 
For theſe have all their Snares ; 
Let me but know my Sins forgiven, 
But ſee my Name-enroll'd in Heaven, 
And I am free from Cares. 


3 Tell me no more of lofty Tow'rs, 
Delightful Gardens, fragrant Bow'rs, 
For theſe are trifling Things; 
. 7 | The 


End, 


I 


1 ͤ — !A 
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The little Room for me defign'd, WT 

Will ſuit as well my eaſy Mind, 40 
As Palaces of Kings. 

4 Tell me no more of crouding Gueſts, 3 NM 

Of ſumptuous Feaſts and gaudy Dreſs, if 


Extravagance and Waſte ; 


My little Table, only ſpread 1 
With wholeſome Herbs and wholeſome Br A 
Will better ſuit my Taſte, 
5 Give, me the Bible in my Hand, 41 
A Heart to read and underſtand, 2 
And Faith to truſt the Lord ; 
I'd ſet alone from Day to Day, A 
Or urge no Company to ſtay, 0, 


N or wiſh to rove Abroad, | 


CXII, 


| 
The King hath brought me into his Chambers; we e 
be glad and rejoire in Thee; ave vill remember | 
Lowe more than Wine, Cant. i. 4. 


HE Lord of Lords, and King of Ki. 
Into His ſecret Chamber brivgs 
His Worſhippers fincere; 
Then their enraptur'd Souls rejoice, 
And ſing His Praiſe with Heart and Voice 
And hold Communion dear. 


2 To me, leſs than the leaſt of all, 
This Favour comes, when Faith can Gall 
On God for quick'nj ning Grace ; 
Draw 


— ' I 


rr 


e Draw me,” my Soul in earneſt cried, 
% Draw me, my God, I would abide 
«+ Alone in Thine Embrace.” 


$,. 3 My God in Mercy heard my cry, 
ſs, And ſent and drew my Thoughts on high 
Into His holy Place; 
| J enter'd, but with holy Fear, 
Mme Br And ſaw my dear Redeemer there, 
And feaſted on His Grace! 


4 Jeſus, my Soul ſhall ne'er forget | f N 
A Favour fo divinely great: MN wg 


Pl keep thy Love in Mind, 
And prize it as iny chiefeſt Good, 
Above my neceſſary Food, 

Above the richeſt Wine. 


.CXIIL 


„ Au , 1 ſhould be cralied above meaſure, through the 
ember Sundance of the Revelations, there aas given to me a 
2 Thorn in the Fleſh, the Meſſenger of Satan, to buffet 
nne, left I ſhould be rexalted above Meaſure, 2 Cor. 

of Kin xii. 7. 


85 a JESUS exalts his Fav'rites high, 

And lifts their Souls above, 
. When dreſt in Grace, approaching nigh, 
Voice He manifeſts his Love. 


2 Seaſons like theſe great Joy ereate, 
% By Our Hearts within us burn, 
call Oar Souls oft think in ſuch a State, 
Night will no more return. 
Draw / L 3 Z *© Jeſus 


; { (Y'8167 ) 


3 << Jeſus is come and teſtifies, 0 Nor 
* He never will depart ; ; « 
I now am ſpotleſs in his Eyes, Jet 
„And welcome to his Heart. 4 
x4 £6 Much of His Grace to me is given, 11 Wit 
« What Happineſs I feel ! 1 
** Chearful Pit walk the Road to Heav'n, Ane 
Nor fear the Pow'rs of Hell. I 
5 © Now ſhall his Graces ſhine abroad, 2g Ti 
% And all the World ſhall ſee, : 
« How much I love my deareſt Lord, Leſ 
< Who ſuffer'd Death for me.” : 
6 This is the Zeal young Converts ſhow, 

While Glory ſtrikes their Eyes; 13 
Tis but a little that they know; 1 
| . x Lord 
Experience makes them wiſe. Elijah 


7 When Wiſdom ſends a pungent Thorn, 
To drive their Pride away ; 

How ſoon they think themſelves forlorn ; 
Who ſo oppreſt as they? 


3 Let but the Pow'rs of Darkneſs rage, 


And Jeſus hide His Face; 2 W 
With Hell they tremble to engage, 1 
Where, now, their Wan ory ? 5 , 


< Now they complain-—How vain their Mindy . 3 A 
| Corruption grows too * ; 
Satan again their Spirit binds, x T. 
How mournful is their Song! 
19 Now SHO 
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10 Now they perceive their Strength is {mall, 
And cry for Help from Heaven; 
"Jeſus in Mercy hears them call, 
And Grace again is given. 


11 With humbling Views of Self and Sin, 
They now bewail their Pride ; 
vn, And now with ſtronger Faith begin, 
In Jeſus to conſide. 


12 Tis needful then to bear the Thorn, 
Humility to learn: 
Leſt Self-conceit ſhould riſe to Scorn, 
And we to Sin return. 


CXIV. 


V3 
1d he came thither unto a Cave, and the Word of the 
Lord: came to him and ſaid, What doſt thou here 
Elijah ? 1 Kings, xix. 9. [Short Meaſure] 
» 1% TV Soul, what doſt Thou here? 
in This is forbidden Ground += 


Behold, what Dangers now appear ! 
What Darkneſs waits around! 


2 What doſt thou in this Cave 
Of Unbelief and Fear ? 
Jeſus is able ſtill to ſave, 
On him caſt all thy Care. 


Mindy 3 Ariſe, and haſte away, 
Purſue the heavenly Road; 
Thy Duty now forbids thy Stay; 
Obey the Vaice,of God. 


Now SEL be 4 He 


— —— 
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4 He will His Aid afford, 4 Wh 
And ſhew a ſmiling Face: Wh 


Nor ſhouldſt thou find thy Taft fo hard, wn 


Wouldſt thou but traſt His Grace. To 
5 Mourn then thine Unbelief, 5 * 50 
And from its Power depart; Wh 
Hence forth let Sin have all thy Grief To 

And Jeſus all thy Heart. 5 

6 Lord, give me Faith to riſe, , = 
Let Love aſſiſt my Flight.; Wa 

T'd quit this Earth and cleave the Skies, Wa 

And ſing in endleſs Light. a 

701 

CXV. Aue 

or Pe We 

Againſt Thee, Thee only have I finned and done An 
Evil in Thy Sight, Pfalm li. 4. 8 Wh 

> ru 
2 * FNAINST Thee, Thou Moly, Juſt, and "I" 
. *Gain Thee, how high my Crimes ail , 


Gainſt Thee, whom Angels bow before! 
*Gainſt Thee, whom Saints with Awe adore! 


2 *Gainſt Thee, Thou good and gracious God! 
''Gainſt Thee, my only ſafe Abode ! 
*Gainſt Thee, on whom my all depend ! 
*Gainſt Thee, my Father and wy Friend ! 


3 Gainſt Thee, who made Thy richeſt Grace 
To ſhine ſo bright before my Face :: 
Who gave Thy Son my Soul to ſave, 
From Hell, from Sin, and from the Grave! 
4 WI 


{ 219 } 


4 Why did I let my Saviour go? = 
Why did I grieve his Spirit ſo ? 
ard, Why.did my Heart ſo ſtubborn prove, - 
e. To fin againſt ſuch wond'rous Love? 


5s Why did I fo forget the Lord? os 
Why did I fo negle& His Word? x 


el, Why ſcorn to bow the ſtubborn Knee, 
To Him who bow'd the Heavens for me 2 


6 Why am I not in deep Deſpair ? 
Why does a Gleam of Hope appear? 
Was ever Creature ſo deprav'd ? 
ries, Was ever ſuch a Sinner ſav'd ? 


70 let me now in Duſt Repent, 
And mourn my Will to Evil bent 1 
Weep on, mine Eyes! Relent, my * 
4 done And let my Conſcience feel the Smart?” 


, 8 While Jeſus ſhews His pard'ning Blood 
I'll mourn my vile Ingratitude : * ©. + 8 
, and ; Lord, take this wand'ring — of mine, 
= I And ſet it as a Seal on Thine. 
» adore! cxvl. | g . 
\ God! e 3 2 6: 4.147 e 1 
Theſe are they which came out of great Tribulation, and 
11 have wwafhed their Robes, and made wp white in the 
nd! Blood of the Lamb. Rev. vii. 14. 
Grace Oo OK, O- my Soul, within the Veil, 


| View that unnumber'd Throng; 
Whoſe Joys can never, never fail, 
rave! While Je eſus is their Song. $ 
nM 2 O happy 


( #20 ) 


2 O happy Souls! for ever freed 
From Sin and every Snare, 
They reign with their exalted Head, 
And Palms of Victory bear, 


3 They glory in their conq'ring God, 

And fee Him as He is: | 

Their Robes are ſpotleſs thro' His Blood, 
Their Happinefs like His. 


4 But I am in a World of Woe, 
Acquainted ſtill with Grief ; 
Affliction I'm ordain'd to know, 
. When ſhall I get Relief? 


5 They once were ſore diſtreſs'd, like me, | 
Till Heaven fubdued their Fear ; | 
They ſail'd o'er Tribulation's Sea, ] 
Before they landed there. g ( 


5 Then may I live by Faith on God, ; 
On ev'ry Promiſe given; ä 
And ſtill confide in Jeſu's Blood, 
And wait refign'd for Heaven. 6 


| 7 Jeſus will ſurely bring me there, 
In His appointed Time ; 
On Him, my Soul, caſt all thy Care, 
Rely alone on Him. 


Behold T a7 alive for tber more. Rev. i. 18. 
1 1 JESUS, am aſcended high, - - 


..  & No more to ſuffer, bleed, or die, 
| | 1 hve, . 


* 
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I live, I live, my Name is Love: 
I reign with God ſupreme above. 
2 Behold, I hve for evermore, / 
My Love's an everlaſting Store : 
I live, to plead the Sinuer's Cauſe, 
To magnify Jznovan's Laws. 


3 1 live, to hear my Children's Cries, 
I live, to wipe their weeping Eyes; 
I live, to ſanify their Woes, 
I live, to conquer all their Foes, 
4 I live, to help in each Diſtreſs, 
J live, t' enrich their Souls with Grace: 
I live, to pour my Spirit down, 
I live, Cinſure their heavenly Crown. 
5 O let believing Souls rejoice, 
And glory in their happy Choice ! 
Let Gratitude their Hearts inſpire, 
And raiſe their Halleluj abs higher. 


6 My Soul ſhall bleſs the joyful Hour, "A 
When firſt I felt the Goſpel's Power ; 
And ſing his Grace thro' endleſs Day. 
Who taught a Child to praiſe and pray, 


CXVIH. 
Praifing GOD for a plentiful Haul. 


x Let Jehovah's liberal Hand, 
Be own'd and ſung through all the Land x: 


"Tis He that ſends a plenteous Store, 
His Name let every Soul adore. 
\ 2 Let 


| (122) 
| | 2 Let undeſerved Goodneſs raiſe 


Our Admiration and our Praiſe : "% 
Such vile, rebellious Sinners, are , Nor 
a | Unworthy of the ſmalleſt Share. | ] ＋T. 
3 But, How does Mercy yet abound! Sickt 
How is the Year with Plenty Crown'd ! 3 
For Man and Beaſt, a rich Supply i 808 
Is wiſely order'd from on LES, , A 
4 Tis God who. makes * Earth to Hen. 4 Hon 
He gives Increaſe to every Field; h U 
The fragrant Herb, the fruitful Tree, f 1 
* From God receive Fertility. 0 | L. 
5 Help us to feed with grateful Hearts 8 
On what thy bounteous Hand imparts, ! * 
And let thy Mercies all combine 7 She 
To ripen. us for Joys divine. A 
6 O let chy Goodneſs teach the Poor | 6 Sh 
. " The Riches of Thy Grace t' implore ! | ah 
And let the Rich from henceforth prove wn 
In ie m_ and rich 1 in Love. | 8 
| 3444 -CXIX. 3 1 7 If fh 
7 0 | You Women. H 


Gay is vain, but the — that feareth wo j No v 
| fre foal be praiſed.. Prov. xxxi. 30. 


1 T TOW oft doth Beauty lead to sig, $ Unit 
8 4 And tempt the Heart to fray ; ; | . Tl 
1 charms awhile, then e n Es ae Haun 

And ſoon it fades away! . 8 

92K 3 Noot. © 
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2 Not all the Art, and Pains, and Care 
Of Man can make it ſure ; | 
Nor can the faireſt of the Fair 
The tranſient Bliſs ſecure. 


3 Sickneſs and Pain may ſoon diſgrace 
The moſt admired Charms ; 
Soon mult they ſleep in Death's Embrace, 
And loſe their lovely Forms, 


4 How vain is Beauty, then, my Muſe ! 
Unworthy of thy Lays ; - 
Turn, and a nobler Subject chuſe, 
Let Virtue have thy Praiſe, 


; How wiſe is She, whoſe conſtant Care 
Purſues the heavenly Road ; 
She ſhall the ETERNAL's Favor ſhare, 
And every. REAL Good, 


b She eret ſhuns the Snares of Vice; 
How circumſpect her Ways! 
Wiſe in Simplicity ſhe is; 
Unſought, her gen'ral Praiſe, 


7 If ſhe is call'd to mingle Souls, 2 
How cautious is her Choice; 
No vain Pretence her Love controuls,' 
She ſcorns the Flatterer's Voice. 


$ United, See, illuſtrious ſhines, oy 


The tender, prudent Wife; 
Hamility her Soul refines, 
Grace governs all her Lite, 
N M 9 What 
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9 What undiſſembled Love ſhe bears 

To him who has her Hand : | Ty 

How does ſhe ſoften all his Cares, | 
Ard all his Woes attend! 


10 Is ſhe a Friend? How kind and true ! | 

Her Charity how pure ! w 

Her Friendſhip is not like the Dew, 
That paſſes in an Hour. 


„ ———— A ——_ ts : 
a 3 


11 She ſhall be prais'd when Beauty fails, 
And Years and Age encreaſe; 
She ſhall be bleſt while Grace prevails, 
And end her Days in Peace. 


CXX, 


For the Nation. 


The Eyes of the Lord are upon the Righteous, and! 
Ears are open to their Cry. Pf. xxxiv. 15. 


| 1 CA, Is this wild, corrupted Nation But 
* | Bleſt with a Few who ſeek the Lori J 
3 Say, Is there One in every Station, 
3 Who loves t' obey IEHOVARH's Word ? 
2 Are all agreed t increaſe the Sadneſs N 


Of this dark and gloomy Time? 
Do all run on in headſtrong Madneſs, Let the « 
And ſcorn Repentance for the Crime ? 


2 II 

3 Is this, indeed, our ſad Condition ? J 

No: let me bleſs the God of Grace? But 

There are a few, who with Contrition, Thi 
Lament for Sin before his Face. 13 


4 1 N be. "7 


4 


— 


4 Let me encourage their Confeſſion, 
Their ſtrong Intreaties for this Land; 

Though 'tis a Time of great Tranſgreſſion, 
Yer, ſurely, Gop is ſtill at Hand! 


5 Ye humble Souls, pray without ceafing ; 
To you the Lord will lend an Ear; 
While Sins and Judgments are increaſing, 
O pray in Faith, and perſevere, -+ 


6 O pray, nor be too much dejected, 
Aſk all in Jeſu's worthy Name! 
Your Suit ſhall never be rejected, 
Thro' Him we may Forgiveneſs claim, 


7 Come, Sinners, join in each Petition, 
Nor tempt the Lord by your Delay: 
He gives Repentance and Remiſſion, 
To all who do ſincerely pray. 


$ Let every Soul in every Station, 
Join their Aſſiſtance: Who can tell 
But God may turn and bleſs this Nation, 
And ſend Contention down to Hell? 


CXXI. 
National Faſt, Feb. 10, 1779. 


Let the Skies" pour down Righteouſneſs. Iſa. xlr. 8. 


ESUS, Thou God of Nations, bed 
The Skies, and let the Rain deſcend, 

But not thy Wrath— In Mercy, bleſs 

8 Land with Showers of Righteouſneſs. 
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2 Pour down ſome Tokens of Thy Love ; 
Impending Puniſhment remove ; 
Pour dewn the Spirit of 'Thy Grace, 
That every Soul may feek Thy Face. 
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2] 
3 Forbid that BairAain e'er ſhould be 4 
Forſaken utterly by Thee ! TI 
4 Let not thy ſore Diſpleaſure reſt 


Upon a Nation ſo diſtreſt. 


4 Her Woes, her Porerty, her Need 
With thy Compaſſion we would plead ; K 
Inrich her, Lord, in every Place, 
With all the Plenitude of Grace, 


5 Water each ſacred Spot of Ground 
Where'er the Seeds of Truth are found ; 
And make the Fruits of Zion's Hill, 
The Glory of BRITANNIA ſtill. 


6 Why ſhould this once high-favour'd Ife 
Be ever baniſh'd from Thy Smile? 1 


Let not our Sin, our Ruin prove, 
In Wrath defcend not, but in Lore. 


oYuife pp{orpiput {ar png mule pier pure te pps 


&* Moft of the following Pieces, from No cxxi. 
to the Meditations, having been written fi * 
tlie firſt Edition was publiſhed, are now added 
8 the Mord, by Daſire of ſome Friends who hat J 
fen them, hoping they may prove acceptable 
and uſeful to ſerious and candid Readers. 


CxxII. 


( 127 ) 
So CXXII. 
Hold thou me up, and T ſhall be Safe, Pf, exix. 117. 


res 


O Thee, again my gracious God, 
I lift my Heart and Eyes, 

Thou art my only ſafe Abode, 

Thou only Juſt and Wiſe, 


* 


2 In Thee for every needful Grace 
My drooping Soul confite ; 
|; Keep me, O Lord, in ev'ry Place, 
Secure on ev'ry Side, 


3 Be thou my Guardian ever near, 
Thy Preſence I intreat; 


d; Keep me, O keep me in thy Fear, 
Uphold my ſliding Feet. 
4 The Paths I tread are ſtrew'd with Snares, 
de In Mercy take my Part; . 
Let not Applauſes wound my Ears, 
Nor Cenſures vex my Heart. 
5 Leſt I ſhould once diſgrace thy Cauſe, 
wi { as Make me, O Lord, to grow 
Deaf, both to Cenſure and Applauſe, 
cxxi. And dead to all below. 
n fend f 
2 10 6 1'd ſeek the Honour of thy Name, 
And leave my own to die ; * 
50 hat _ Help me to fink with humble Shame, a 
Plabi And l raiſe thy Praiſes high, 
CXXIII. 
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CXXI1. m—_ 

Al 

Under Darkneſs. O let 

| Bear 

1 JESUS, 1 now addreſs thy Throne, And fi 
And ſeek my Help in Thee alone, . Fiz; 

As wretched Sinners do; WB. 
Hear and regard my earneſt Cries, A 
Send, gracious God, ſome freſh Supplies, The 

; And chear my Hopes anew, And 
2 Thou art a God of boundleſs Might, And 
O turn my Darkneſs into Light! 

I wait thy Spirit's chearing Rays ; Thi 
Come, thou Inſtructor, all divine, 3 N 
Enlarge theſe ſcanty Thoughts of mine, 7 

And turn my Sighs to Songs of Praiſe. Thi 

3 Haſte, ſacred Dove, dart thro' the Skies, Ane 
Haſte, and. aſſiſt my Faith to riſe, I 

She's all unactive here; 7 

O fix her on her Author's Breaſt, Why 


On him ſhe can ſecurely reſt 
Without the interrupting Pains of Jealoul 
and Fe ar. 


CXXIV. 
1 JN "mga the Aid of ſovereign Grace, 


In vain I wiſh, in vain I try 
To raiſe my chearful Thoughts on high, 1 
Or gain a Smile from Jeſus Face; thy 
In 
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In thee, my God, are all my Springs, | 
At thy Command my Paſſions move * 

O let thy Spirit's gentle Wings 1 i 
Bear me above created Things, hi | 
And fix me where I may enjoy thy Love. 


2 Fix me on that delightful Ground | li 
Where once I ſpoke the Joys I found, | 
Amidſt thoſe fruitful Bowers; Ml: 
There, there again I long to ſtand, 
And taſte the Fruits of Canaan's Land, 
And pleaſe my choice in gathering heavenly 
" Flow'rs. 


lies, 


3 There would my Thoughts unwearied rove, 
And bleſs the peaceful, happy Grove, 
There would my Comforts grow divinely ſtrong : 
it There have I ſeen the King of Kings, 
tles, And heard a thouſand glorious Things: „ 
I know how ſweet the Bleſſings are, 4 
And grow impatient. to be there, 
Why ſhould I wear this earthly Chain ſo long? 


ealouſ CXXV, 


As many as 7 love, I rebuke and chaften., Rev. iv 19. 


I EAR this, ye Fav'rites of the Lord, 
Who mourn beneath his Rod, 
race, Hear, and rejoice at er'ry Word, * 
And truſt your loving God. 


2 Hear, and diſmiſs. your gloomy Fears, 
And tune your joyful Songs; 


Each = 
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Each Word rebukes your flowing Tears, 
And your complaining Tongues, 
3 Come, ye that doubt Jehovah's Love, 
Becauſe you ſob diſtreſs'd, | 
Here is a Cordial from above, 
To eaſe your troubled Breaſt. 
4 Thus faith the Lord, the Only Wiſe.— 
« I will my Children prove, 
„I will rebuke, I will chaſtiſe 
+ As many as I love. 
5 I'll puniſh-and ſubdue their Pride, 
J will be known their God; 
Love to their precious Souls ſhall guide 
My fin-avenging Rod. 
6 * To them Pll manifeſt my Care, 
As faithful Fathers do, 
« Pll teach them Reverence and Fear, 
And they ſhall love me too. 


+» © Thus will I fave their Souls from Hell, 
4 And bring them ſafe to Heaven : 
4 There ſhall they love and praiſe me well, 
„For each Correction giv'n.“ 
8 Chear up, my Soul, and hope anew, 
For Heav'n rebukes thy Moan ; 
Chear up, and learn Obedience too, 24 
And live by Faith alone. 


CXXVL 
Complaining of Sin as being ever preſent, 3 1 
Could I find ſome peaceful Bow'r | 
Where Sin has neither Place nor Pou = B 


VI 
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This Traitor vile I fain would ſhun, 
But cannot from its Preſence run. 


2 When to the Throne of Grace I flee, 
It ſtands betwixt my God and me; 
Where'er I rove, where'er I reſt, 

I feel its workings in my Breaſt, 


3 When I attempt to ſoar above, 
To view the heights of Jeſus Love, 
This Monſter ſeems to mount the Skies 
And veil his Glory in my Eyes, 


4 0! to be freed from this vile Foe, 
Which keeps my Faith and Hope ſo low ; 
Lord, take me to my heayenly Home, 
Where not one ſinful Thought can come. 


cxxvli. | 
Hell, Lord's Day. Mitten under Confinemeut. 


HY does this Room ſa often prove 
| A Dungeon, Lord, to me; 
When. will theſe Bars of Sickneſs move, = 

To ſet thy Priſoner free ? =—_ 


2 Jeſus, I long to hear thy Word, Mi 
1 long to feel its Pow'r ; _ ni 

Be thou my Healer, deareſt Lak = 
And bring the happy Hour, . .Y 


guide 


. 3 Till then do thou my Soul ſuſtain, 
x All- patient to endure ; 3 
- Pow'r n my Confinement and my Pain, 


This And all my Hopes inſure. * 
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4 Vifit me here, thou King of Kings, 
With Rays of Light divine ; 
Spread o'er my Soul thy healing Wings, 
And tell me thou art mine. 


5 Let each returning Sabbath prove 
A day of Reſt to me, 
Till I behold thy Face above, 
And reft ſecure with thee, 


CXX VIII. 


ein to the Houſe of God after long Con. 
finement through Illneſs. 


OW let my Soul adore and praiſe 
The God of Love, the God of Grace 
Mercy and Truth are all his Ways, 
On him I wait in ev'ry Caſe. 


2 Beneath bis Rod, I raiſe my Cries 
And plead his Faithfulneſs and Care; 
He hears my Groans, he bids me riſe 
And tell how kind his Dealings are, 


3 I taſte his Goodneſs every Hour ; 
O for a Heart to love his Name ! 
A Heart t'adore his matchleſs Power, 


Which has reviv'd my dying Frame, 


4 What ſhall I render to the Lord, 
Who thus regards me from above; 
How ſhall I beſt proclaim abroad 


His Condeſcenſion and his Love. 
7 Girs 


. 


5 Give me, O God, a grateful Heart, 

And let me pay my Vows to thee, 
For thou haſt ſweetly eas'd my Smart, 

Haſt ſet thy waiting Priſoner free, 


Ng5, 


6 Now in that Strength which thou haſt giv*n, 
My willing Feet thy Courts ſhall tread ; 
There ſhall I hear good news from Heav'n, 
And on thy promis'd Bleſſings feed. 


CXXIX. 
g Con. The Voice of my Beloved, behold he cometh. Cant. ii. 8. 


I IS my Beloved's awful Voice ;— 
He comes, —he calls me to rejoice ; 
»Tis he Himſelf, my Soul, and none but he; 
Iknow him by his wounded Side, 
I know him, for his Robes are dyed, 
Dyed in that precious blood he ſhed for me, 


e 
f Grace 


3 2 He comes, — I'm fill'd with holy Fear, 
0 I bluſh and weep as he draws near; 
, Although I ſee a Pardon in his Hand 
1 feel my Sorrows melt and move, 
Becauſe I've finn'd againſt ſuch Love, 
Againſt a Friend ſo glorious and fo good. 


3 He comes, — I deeper ſink in ſhame, 
I love and venerate his Name, 
And wiſh to love him more ; 
O for a flaming Seraph's Zeal ! 
O for that Warmth which Angels feel! 
Like them I'd live, like them I'd love, like 
Jive them I would adore. 
8 IP CXXX, 
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3 In vain, to chear this Soul of mine, 
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Li 
CXXX 
OW, let me from this World retire, 2 Li 
5; To thee, my God, my Thougths aſpin 
O let me feel and taſte thy Love, L 
And ſeek my Happineſs above. 
2 Nothing will ſuit my preſent Caſe 3 L 


But ſome freſh Token of thy Grace; 
All earthly Things are vain and vile, L 
If I cannot enjoy thy Smile, 


I taſte or drink the richeſt Wine ; 
In vain for my Support I eat 
The fineſt Bread, the choiceſt Meat. 


4 Amidſt ten thouſand Bleſſings, 1 
Complain, lament, yea tire, and die ; 
Nor can I find one reſting Spot, 
For all is vain where God is not. 


5 In vain the Stars adorn the Skies, 
In vain the Sun more glorious riſe, 
The whole Creation tries in vain 
My drooping Spirits to ſuſtain, 


- 6 Without thy Preſence Earth is Hell ;— 


My Thoughts muſt till in Sadneſs dwell 
Till I can ſee Iumannel's Face, 
I'm all undone without his Grace. 


CXXXI. 


Aud Enoch walked with God, Gen. v. 24. 1 


IKE Enoch I would ſeek to be, 
Lord, keep me in thy Fear; | 


. 
Like Enoch, I would walk with thee, 
And find thee ever near, 


2 Like him, I'd reverence thy Name, 
And fix my Thoughts above ; 
Like his, my Zeal would burn and flame, 
Like his my Soul would love. 


3 Like him, I'd keep the Road to Heav'n, 
By Faith in Jeſus* Blood; 
Like him, I'd know my Sins forgiv'n, 
And freely talk with God. 


4 O for an Enoch's frame of Mind, 
An holy, humble Heart ; 
O for a Will like his, reſign'd 
Beneath my ev'ry Smart. 


+ 5 Like him I'd hope, like him believe, 
And tread the Tempter down; 
Like him I'd conquer, and receive 
A rich, immortal Crown, 


6 Lord, help me to addreſs thy Throne, 
To pray as Enoch did, i _— 
And ſhower theſe needed Bleſſings down _ » , "> 
Upon my guilty Head. 


CXXXII. 

Remember me, O Lord, with the favor that thon bear 

unto thy People, O wiſit me with thy Salvation, that 

1 may ſee the Good of thy Choſen ; that I may rejoice in 

the Gladneſs of thy Nation, Pſalm evi. 4, g, 

EMEMBER me, thou great I Au, 

Thou holy, juſt, and wiſe; 

N Remember 
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Remember me, thou bleeding Lamb, 
And hearken to my Cries. 


2 Thou art my Refuge, and my Tower, 
O let me ſee thy Face; 
Shew me thy Glory and thy Power, 
And teed me with thy Grace. 


3 Thou doſt to thine own People ſhow 
The Wonders of thy Love ; 
Such Favours, Lord, on me beſtow, 
And fix my Thoughts above. 


4 Jeſus, on Thee alone I'd reſt, 
As thine own People do; 

O let me lean upon thy Breaſt, 

And hold thee in my View ! 


5 Yes, for my Eyes would ever gaze 
On Beauty ſo divine ; 
My Heart with Love would burn and blaze, 
And be forever thine. 


6 Now let thy ſmiling Face appear 

And make my Comfort ſtrong ; 

So ſhall L love, and hope, and fear, 
And praiſe thee in my Song. 


7 Bring thy Salvation to my Sight, 
And let my Heart rejoice 
With thoſe in whom my Soul delight, 
The People of thy Choice 


$ How dear are all thy Saints to me, 
O let their Joys abound! 
Bleſs them, my God, and let me be. 


In that bleſt Number found. 
CXXXIII. 
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CXXXI1IL® 


| t TS this thy Will, and muſt I be 
A Living Witneſs, Lord, for thee ? 

Muſt I thy wond'rous Love record, 

And ſpread thy Praiſes far abroad ? 


2 Muſt I to all thy Saints unfold 


The Things which thou to me haſt told : 
And ſnall the Eyes of Sinners ſee 


What thou haſt done for worthleſs me ? 


3 Wilt thou no lotiget me excuſe, 
And wilt thou frown if 1 refufe ? 
O let me have thy Preſence (ill, 
And I'll fubmit to all thy Will! 


4 Make thou my Path of Duty plain, 
And let thine Arm my Soul ſuſtain ; 
blaze, Give me new Strength, new Courage here, 
And fill my Soul with holy Fear, 


5 To thee I dedicate the whole, 
Thine is my Heart, and thine my Soul; 
Bleſs what my feeble Hand hath wrought, _ 
And take the Praiſe of every Thought, 0 


6 Wilt Thou, dear Lord, thine Handmaid own 
Her Offering with AcceeTANCE crown, 


Thy Glory is her humble Aim :— : 
ETERNAL Gloy TO THY NAME, 
N 2 MEDITATIONS. _ 


# Choſe after being made acquainted that her Verſes were 
III. . — to be printed, 


. 


IN. 


BLANK VERSE. 


. tdndndndednd IS <0 E 4-4-4 44-444 
J. 
On the Incarnation of our Lorp. 

And ſuddenly there wvas with the Angel a Multitude if 
the heavenly Hoft, praiſing God, and ſaying, Glory t 
God in the higheſt, and on Earth Peace, Good-awil 
towards Men, Luke ii. 13, 14. t 

OW did the heavenly Multitude rejoice, 
"When Jzsvs, clad with Zeal, and wing'd with 

9 Loe, 

Deſcended from the bright Abodes of Bliſs, | 

To ſave a World of Sinners quite undone |, 

How did they ſhout, and triumph, and aſcribe 

Glory to God, in bigh-exalted Strains; 

While Peace on Earth they eagerly proclaim'd, 

And ſung the pure Good-will of God to Man! 

Why then, my Soul, art thou fo filent found ? 

" Why ſo arerſe to ſing IM MANUEL“ Love? 

Come, join their Song, and ſhew thy Gratitude 

For Grace ſo rich, ſo boundleſs, and fo free! - 

Riſe, and to Bethlehem flee without delay, 

Go, ſeek the new-born Saviour with Delight, 

And join in humble Worſhip at his Feet. 

Enter the Stable, and behold Him there ; 

Where Oxen feed, the lovely Infant lies, 

Becauſe the Inn would not afford him Room 
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But why, O Man! why didſt thou not receive 
The heavenly Stranger, and with Honours crown 
His Sov'reign and Supreme, tho' Infant Head ? 


No Room for Jzsvs !—O amazing Thought !— 
No Entertainment for the K1x6 of Kings 
But what the Brute Creation could afford! — 
How did the Brutes reprove their Maſters here, 
In making Way for Cuz tsr, the Prince of Peace! 
Methinks I ſec them neſtle to and fro, 
And leave for Him the moſt commodious Place, 
Tugy made Him welcome to a Bed of Hay, 
While Man refus'd Him where to lay His Head: 
Let Human Nature Bluſh, and ſink with Shame. 


O moſt ungrateful Man ! Thou doſt appear 
Worſe than the Beaſts which periſh from the Earth. 
0 ſtrange Reception for the Lex p of Lite ! 

Was Jesvs treated with ſuch high Diſdain, 

And did he not refent the vile Affront? 

Not fo :—In Him urls Reſentment found: 

All paſſive, He reſted not his Foes, 

Altho? He could deftroy them with a Word, 

*Till Death their cruel Inſolence he bore, 8; "OY 
And even then, FoxauE 4 them!“ was His: Prayer r. 

Learn then, my Soul, with Meekneſs to receive? or 
Thy Share of Scorn and Shame, for Jzsus' ſake; .o' 
And meditate, how wonderful that Love 4 
Which cloath'd thy Maker in Mortality 3 
And made Him ſubject to its numerous Woes * © © © 
O vaſt, ſtupendous, boundleſs Love, indeed? 

Too vaſt for finite Minds to comprehend !—» 

Glory to God! let every Mortal ſing, 

And hall the happy Day which gave him Birth 
* a Mof 
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Moſt happy Day for Adam's guilty Race, 
Whom from the deepeſt Hell of endleſs Woe 


There's none can ranſom but th' IN CARN ATE GOD! 


II. 
The Year cloſed, Dec. 31, 1778. 


HY am I not conſigu'd to endleſs Woe ? 
Why am I ſpar'd to cloſe another Year ? 
Surpriz'd, I aſk, Why this Forbearance, Lord, 
To ſuch an uſeleſs cumb'rer of the Ground ? 
O let Thy condeſcending Goodneſs lead 


My Soul with deep Repentance to Thy Throne !— 


How art Thou following me with Mercy till, 
Still exerciſing thy long-ſuffering Grace, 
And waiting to be gracious to a Worm !— _ 
By Thee, from Year to Year, I ſtand preſerv'd, 
With ample Bleflings on my guilty Head, 
Though all unworthy of the Air I breathe, 
Although the Cry of my provoking Sins 


Have fo repeatedly diſpleas'd Thine Ear.— 


What rich Proviſion has ſuſtain'd my Soul ! 


How many Favours from indulgent Heaven, 


What Peace, what Conſolation have I found ! 

How am I loſt in Admiration here ! 

How infinite the Patience of my God! 

How rich, how free, how boundleſs is his Love !— 
Forgive, O Lord, my vile Ingratitude ; 


Forgive, forgive the Sins of all my Days, | 


Nor let my youthful Follies ever prove 
A Wall to ſeparate my Soul from Thee,— 

With humble Praiſe to Thee, I cloſe this Year, 
With ardent Prayer for Wiſdom from above, 


And Grace to guide my Entrance on the New. 
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III. 
0D! Entering on the New Year, Jan. 1, 1779. 


THANK Thee, O my Father and my God, 
For every ſingle Mercy I receive. 
es: for to Thee, and Thee alone, I owe 
ly Preſervation and Exiſtence here, — 
a Man all Bleſſings wait at Thy Command— 
n fed by Thee, and cloath'd from Day to Day; 
a Thee I am dependent every Hour, 
or the ſupply of each returning Want ; 
ad O how kind, how lib'ral is thy Hand ! 
ow great is Thy Compaſſion and Thy Care ! 
Thee my every Want has been ſupplied, 
Thee my every Woe has been redreſs'd. 
My Ebenczer here again I raiſe, 
ad here record the Goodneſs of the Lord, 
Tho hitherto hath help'd me and ſuftain'd, 
o Him I waft a Song of grateful Praiſe, 
th Him my Covenant again renew, -# 
whoſe delightful Service I rejoice, 5 
nd bind myſelf to Him for evermore.— 
'Twas God that gave me entrance on this Years © 
o Him I give myſelf without Reſerve, | 
Ind ſolemnly avouch Him for my on: 


— Mic Time which He allows me here on Earth, 
ſet apart for Him, and Him alone, 
that T have, and am, I here reſign 
d conſecrate to Him for holy Uſe. 
2 meſs, ye Angels! while my Soul engage 
z 


0 love and fear that God whom you adore ; 
late the Face of Heaven, I now reſolve 
I? | | Vpo _ 
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| Vpon a Life of Faith and Holineſs, — 


Let Heav'n reprove me, if I ever ſtray, 
Or once attempt to break theſe ſacred Vows. 


Iss us, to Thee I ſtrongly ſtand engag'd, 
And 'tis on Thee alone my Faith depends 
For the Performance of each ſolemn Vow ; 
O keep me as the Apple of Thine Eye; 
Let no Temptation overcome my Soul; 
Hide me beneath the Shadow of Thy Wings, 


And Earth and Hell ſhall ſeek my Hurt in vain.— 


Prepare me for the Trials of this Year ; 
Direct and counſel me in all my Ways; 

Bleſs what my feeble Hands may undertake, 
And crown my weak Endeavors with Succeſs, 


ISS 
Thoughts on Death, 


Solemn Thought! Weak Man is born to di 

IxnovAn has the awful Sentence paſs'd, 
Nor can that awful Sentence be revers'd ; 
No :—Man has finn'd, —and Man ſhall ſurely die. 
Death, like a Tyrant reigns, and conquers all ; 
By Him there's no reſpe& of Perſons ſhewn ; 
The Rich, the Poor, the Evil, and the Good, 
The Old and Young, muſt yield alike to Him : 
To Him the Wiſe, the rev'rend Head muſt bow; 
Princes and Kings are ſubject to his Pow'r, 


Nor can their glittering Crowns inſure their Breath 


But O let every human Being know 
He has a SovL which never can expire 
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mortal Tu rs hereafter mu exiſt 

n endleſs Happineſs, or endleſs Woe, 

Alarming Thought! O let me oft revolve, 
hat I muſt ſhortly paſs the dreary Vale 

f Death—and at Thine awful Bar arraign'd 
\ccount for every paſt Tranſaction here. — 

There will my final Doom be fix'd and feal'd :— 
\nd O what Joy—what Tranſport—or what Pain 
Vili ſeize my Soul, according to the Teſt !— 


5 If to the Regions of Deſpair conſign'd, 
vam po how ſurpriz'd in Horror ſhould I ſtand ! 
ow would the Pangs of Diſappointment rend 
My frighted Ghoſt, if poſſible, in twain !— 
5 Vhat ! To be baniſh'd from the God I love; 


Thoſe Favor and whoſe Preſence I eſteem 

Ibove the Breath which feeds this vital Frame? 

How ſhould I take the laſt Farewell of Him, 

In whoſe Communion I ſo richly ſhare ; 

In whom I glory as my only Joy ! > 

to die. let theſe gloomy, dreadful Thoughts be gone! 

'd, They wound my Heart, they ſwell my Sorrows high 

And if indulg'd would frantic turn my Brain. 

Why ſhould D-yſpair invade ? Are not my Hopes, 

y ſolid Hopes of never-ending Joy | 

Built on the Rock or Acts, firm, and ſure? 

And in thoſe ſacred Hopes I wilt, rejoice : 

Still hoping againſt Hope, till Hope ſhall ſay 

To full ExzoyMeEnNT,—*" I give Place to Thee.“ 
That Jzsvs, on whoſe Faithfulneſs I reſt, 

Will ne'er confound, nor put my Hope to Shame, 

For *tis the Fruit of His unchanging Love, 

Ne'er had I thought to build my Hopes on Him, 

Ne'er had I known or lov'd his worthy Name. 
; Had 


* 
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Had not His Thoughts of Love firſt fix'd on me, 
I therefore know. I fear, -- I hope, — I love, 
Becauſe attrated firſt: by Lovs Divixe, 
What then ſhall rob me of my Joy in Him? Yremen 
Not Pain, nor Death, nor all the Pow'rs of Hell. 0 how | 
© Darn! Where is thy Sting? and Where thyMStand tl 


Or wilt 
Unſanct 
Who die 


Victory, Gravs ? Till wit 
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The Time is ſhort, 1 Cor. vil. 29s Nothing 
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E. TMs 1s StorT:;— How awful is the Sound 
Come, Thou Erzrxat Sptnts from above 

And help me to improve it to Thy Praiſe ! 
O ſoleinn Thought! Time, ſoon will be no mon 
Short, very ſhort on Earth muſt be my Stay, And let 
Eternity approaches: Let me aſk, The 


Art thou, my Soul, preparing for thy Change ? ETERN] 
The TIME 18 8HoRT ;—But thou eanſt never die, No mor 


Thou art Immortal, and thou muſt ſurvive © * on 
Sun, Moon, and Stars, and all created This. 3 
The Ting 1s sHokT—and Thou muſt ſoon away, Let Len 
And at the Bar of God's Tribunal ftand.— non, 2 
And what—O think, what then will be thy Doom I. The 
' Wilt thou, compleat, ſtand there before thy Jvc: Do whe 
© Cloath'd in a Sav1ovx's ſpotleſs Righteouſneſs, IBU Pra 
Renew'd and juſtified by ſov'reign Grace? The * 
Will He who ſees thy ſecret Springs of Thougbt.- To one 
Who weighs Deſigns unform'd, and tries the Reini To one 
Will He of thy Integrity approve ? Above t 
© will He, with a Smile, pronounce thee Bleſs'd, The- 


And bid thee welcome to eternal Joy? Dion ! 
+ LIED Or 
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Dr wilt thou there a Hypocrite be found,. 
Unſanctified, —a Stranger to His Love 

Who died for Sinners on th* accurſed Tree 
Tremendous then indeed will be thy Caſe ! 

Hell. WO how wilt thou, a guilty, frighted Ghoſt, 


ere thyEStand there before a fin-revenging God, 
Till with a Curſe He thruſt thee down to Hell ! 


The Tims 1s $HorT.—O ſhun Deceit and Guile ! 
Work oat thine own Salvation, 'Now, with Fear. 
Nothing but pure Sincerity will ſtand 
With Him whoſe Name is noLy, jusT, and TRUE,— 


above The Tims 18'sH0RT,—O may this ſolemn Truth 
Alarm and quicken all my drowſy Pow'rs ! 
10 mon Lord, write it on the Table of my Heart, 
And let th* Impreſſion wear a laſting Date. 
The TIME is $yoRT.,—Be ſerious, O my Soul? 
ETERNiTY now calls for every Thought. 
No more let trifling, ſublunary Things 
Steal thy Attention from its vaſt Concerns, 
The TIME 18 sHoRT,—Bid Careleſſneſs adieu, 
Let Levity forever ſtand condemn'd, 
Since Thou of That a ſtrict Account muſt give. 
The TIME ISSU¹oORT. Improve thy fleeting Hours; 
Do what thou canſt for Gop, and never tire, 
But praiſe His holy Name for each Employ. 


The T1mz is sHoRr.— How pleaſing is the Sound 
ught-} To one who longs for perfect Holineſs ! 
e Reialſl To one that ſets Communion with his God 
Above the higbeſt Pleaſure Mortals know. 


The TIME 1s sHox r O let my Soul rejoice! 
Loon ſhall bid farewell to ev'ry Sin, 
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From all Temptation find a ſweet Releaſe, | 
My feeble Pulſe proclaims, The Time 1s sHoxr, 
And every Pain reiterates the Sound : 

Yes, while Convulfions ſhake my dying Frame, 
It well confirms me in the joyful Truth. 


The TIME 1s shox r! Let all be on their Guan 


Lord, keep me ever in a watchful Frame, 
That I may welcome Death when Thou ſhalt call, 
And fing and triumph in its near Approach. 


VI, | 


A bort Di ALOGUE between MySELF and my Sor 


SOU Le 
O that my Head were Waters, and mine Eyes a | Fountai 
Tears, that I might wweep Day and Night ! Jer. ix. 
© "SELF, 


UT why, my Soul, ſo much diſpos'd to grier 
Why would thou ſpend thy Days and Nig 
in Tears ? 


_ Why is thy Harp upon the Willows hung, 
And why is ev'ry String to Sorrow tun'd ? 
What, Ts there nothing worthy of thy Joys ? 


Will not the chearing Sun invite a Smile ? 


Will not the common Mercies of the Day 


Excite an Evening Song of Gratitude ? 

Are not the Wonders of Redeeming Love 

Worthy thy grateful and adoring Thoughts ; 

Or haſt thou loſt thy once-deiightf ul Share 

In Bleſſings, ſo reviving, ſo divine? & 

How canſt thou lift thy ſtreaming * to Heav'n 
And 


And bid 
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And bid at once Farewell to all its Joys? 
Stop, O my Soul! I tremble at the Thought. 
My Life expires: I charge thee to forbear. . 
001. 

Ah, fooliſh Mortal! Loth to underſtand, 
And ſtill more loth to ſhare in ſacred Grief! 
ome, learn my Meaning, and thou ſhalt con feſs 
Tis right that I ſhould mourn till Lite expires. 
| own Jehovah's kind and bounteous Hand 
In ev'ry Mercy, that thou doſt receive; 
And 'tis thy vile, thy baſe Ingratitude 
That finks my drooping Spirits to the Ground. 
The Words of Thankfulneſs thy Lips pronounce, 
But O how ſeldom 1s thy Heart engag'd 
ln ſolemn Acts of Gratitude and Praiſe ! | 
How wand'ring, O how vain are all thy Thoughts ! 
How ſenſual, O how earthly is thy Mind ! 
How far from God, thy chief, thy only Good ! 
How much Deceit, Hypocriſy, and Guile 
Have I diſcover'd in thy Words and Ways! 
0 bluſh, and be aſham'd, and join to mourn 
A Heart ſo carnal, ſo unſan@ified ! 
Where is thy Faith, thy Fear, or Love of God? 
5 Thy Reſignation to His holy Will? | 
Where is thy Zeal for Him who died for thee ? 
Where thy Obedience to His juſt Commands 

SELF, 

Deſiſt, my Soul ! ! I teel Conviction ſtrong : 
At length I yield—I can hold out no more. 
) that my Head were Warers, and mine Eyes 
\ flowing Fount of Penitential Tears, 
ls Thar I might mourn for Sin with-conftant Grief! 
An SOUL. 
Aﬀeated, for a Moment ! but how ſoon 
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Will this thy Grief to Negligence be turn'd ! * * 
Tbine Inſtability l've cauſe to mourn. My inw 
Juſt like a Feather driven to and fro My Faf 
With every Breath of Air, Thou wavereſt ; in loſt 
How ſoon puff'd up, and borne away by Pride ; Loſt to 
What Luſt, what Envy, O what vain Deſires, rad £2 
What vile Affections from thy Heart proceed! 
8 i e O wr 
Wretch thatT am ! where ſhall I hide my Head? Is there 
' O'ercome with Guilt, O whither ſhall I flee ? Are So. 
1 9001. So loſt 
 To'Jtevs, as thy Savtovx and thy Lord. Well th 
His pow'rful Blood can conquer ev'ry Sin, „Wo, 
And purify a Heart unclean as thine, Vell m 
| | How ſh 
rbb! VII. But ! 
Moe is me, for I am undone. Iſaiah vi. 5. Arend, 
WP * v4... | And W. 
HY Stn, haſt thou deprav'd my Nature thus Take 
Why haſt-thou left me helpleſs and undone? MI © *Tis-t 
Infernal Sorc'reſs! Thy bewitching Lure & Diſm! 
Its wretched Captives into Ruin draws, © The 
And oft, too oft eternally deſtroys. « He 1 
Thou art my worſt, my molt inveterate Foe ; « Whe 
With thee I now proclaim eternal War ; « From 
Nor ſhall thy gilded Bait of worldly Bliſs Come 
Prevail on me to treat thee as a Friend, © Loſt, 
Betray'd by thee, my Soul hath undergone „ Com 
The loſs of more than Language can expreſs : That 
Thro' thee, primeval Rectitude is fled, « He'll 


My Zeal unnerv'd, my Faculties deprav'd : 
Thro' thee, O fad and lamentable Thought! 
| 555 e 


Head? 
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I've loſt my Title to Eternal Life; 

Pre loſt the Favour of my ſov*reiga Judge, 

Sweet Intercourſe with Him no more to hold, 

I're loſt my glittering Crown of Innocence, 

My inward, ſolid Peace—my holy Joy— 

My Eafe—my Health—my Heaven—and my All, 
I'n loſt to all that's ſacred and divine; 

Loſt to myſelf ;—and to my Maker loſt ; 

Loſt in myſelf, without one Gleam of Hope. 


O wretched State! What, Loſt for evermore ? 
Is there no kind Deliverer to be found ? 
Are Souls, in Sin's inexplicable Maze, 
So loſt that Hope of Reſtoration fails ? 
Well then may I this Lamentation take, 
* Wo, wo is me! For I am quite undone,” 
Well may I trembling and aſtoniſh'd aſk, 
How ſhall my Soul eſcape the Wrath to come? 


But hark! what friendly Voice is that I heur! 
Attend, my Soul, from Heaven methinks it ſounds, 
And Words like theſe conſolatory ſpeaks : 

« Take Comfort Sinner ! for thy Help is found : 


Pig found in Him, whoſe Mercy knows no Bounds, _ 
« Diſmiſs each tim'rous, each deſponding Thought, 


The Loſt are thoſe whom Jzsus came to ſave. 
« Hz is the only New and Living Way, 
© Whereby thou canſt Deliverance expect 
« From all thy pungent Miſery and Woe; _ 
„Come, as the chief of Sinners, to His Throne, 
* Loſt, and unde ne, and wretched, as thou art ;— 
„Come, plead His Merits, and He will reſtore 
That Peace and Joy which paſſeth human Thought: 
20 He'll re · inſtamp His pg on thy Soul ; 
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With Wiſdom furniſh thee to will and do 
Whate'er His evangelic Word requires. 

He'll bring thee to His Feet, and thou ſhalt find 
Freedom, and Favour, and Protection there. 
In Him ſhall be thy Righteouſneſs and Strength, 
* And thou ſhalt wear the Jewels of His Grace: 
Thy Soul ſhall proſper, and be found in Health, 
For He ſhall be thy Peace, thy Joy, thy Life; 
*« Thy Happineſs in Him ſhall be compleat.” 


O bleſſed News! My Hope ſhall anchor here. 
Jesus, to Thee, as periſhing, I come: 
On Thee I venture my eternal All, 
My Faith ſhall in Thy Promiſes confide, 
Till Glory far exceeds my vaſt Deſires. 


VIII. 


LORD, wyoere are Thy former Lowing-kindneſſes ? 
Pſalm Ixxxix. 49. 8 


HILE I am call'd to reaſon, Lord, with Thee, 
I fain would at the humbleſt-Diſtance bow; 
 Rememb'ring what I was, and whence I ſprung, 
And what I ftill remain, and what Thou art, 

Who art the Sov'reign, free, and uncontroul'd, 
Acting in all Things as it well becomes 

A God of ſpotleſs Holineſs and Truth. 
Once to demand of Thee a ſtrict Account 

Is more than Seraphs or Archangels dare ; 

Yea, ſuch a Thought would make thoſe Spirits bluſh, 
O let me then forbear ! I am but duf, 
A Sinner, yea of Sinners J am chief; 


Leſs 


Te, 


bl uſh. 
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Leſs than a W: rm, and viler than the Earth. 
What ſhull I fiy to Thee, Thou Judge ſupreme ! 
Of whoſe bright Excellence I can't conceive ; 
Whoſe Being and whoſe Grandeur's far above 
Conceptions finite when moſt highly rais'd. 
O were it not for Jesus, as my Plea, 
I dare not ope my Mouth before thy Throne, 
I dare not litt- my guilty Eyes to Heaven. 
Thro' Faith in His atoning Blood, I dare, — 
In His great Name, I dire preſume to aſk, 
Lord, where is now Thy Loving-kindnels fled ? 
Where are thoſe Favours that I once enjoy's ? 
Where, thoſe refreſhing Cordials of Thy Love ?— 
I call to Mind thoſe paſt, delightful Hours 
When I beneath Thy Smile could call Thee Mine ; 
When I could reſt and triumph in Thy Love, 
And laugh at Satan and his conquer'd Rage. 
But now, from Day to Day I'm left to mourn 
Beneath Thy Frown, by Unbelief enſlav'd, 
Shut up in Darkneſs, where my gloomy Thoughts 
Are hov'ring on the Borders of Deſpair, 
O why didſt Thou fo haſtily depart? 
Didſt Thou not know that all my Happineſs 
Was center'd in Thy Favour and Thy Smile, 
Why from my Soul doſt Thou ſo long withdraw? 


Why leave me thus oppreſt, with outward Woes, 


Depriv'd of Strength by Thine afflicting Hand, 


By Pain almoſt depriv'd of Common Senſe ? 
O let me plead Thy paſt indulgent, Care ! 


Thou haſt ſuſtain'd my Soul in all my Woes, 


My Strength in all my Weakneſs Thou haſt been, | 


My Eaſe in Pain, my Fullnefs in my Wants ; 


And muſt my Soul no more theſe Favours ſhare ? 
O 3 Muſt 


"x * 
Muſt T no more on Earth enjoy Thy Smile? 
Then let me die, that I may fee Thy Face; 
I'd welcome Death in all its frightful Forms 
Could I but gain one Look of Love from Thee. — 


Not Life, nor Health, nor Friends can ſatisfy 


This Soul of mine, which thirſts alone for God. — 
When, Thou dear Jzsvs, ſhall I find Thee near? 
I'm all Impatience for the happy Day. 


e * 4 


Z will lift up mine Eyes unto the Hills, | from whence com- 
et my Help, Pſalm exxi. 1. 


P to-th? eternal Hills I lift my Eyes, 


Thoſe holy Hills, whence every Bleſſing ſprings, 


Where JEsus, my triumphant Conq'ror lives; 
Thoſe ſacred Hills, where Gop, the Judge of all, 
1n Majeſty and Glory reigns ſupreme, 

Exalted far above my higheſt Thoughts; 

[Thoſe glorious Hills where all Perfection dwells, 
Where Saints and Angels. ſweetly harmonize, 
And ſing in Strains ineffably ſublime 


The matchleſs Wonders of REDEEMING GRACR.— 
O let my Faith aſcend on Piſgah's Top 


And pleaſe my eager Soul with brighter Views !— 
'O bleſſed Hills of never-fading Joy ! 

O happy Manſions of eternal Reſt! 

Thrice happy They, whoſe pious Souls are fled 
And landed ſafely on thoſe flow'ry Banks 

With Them my fainting Spirit. would retire: 
There Jzsus as my Advocate appears, 

In Him, in HIN alone, u {HELP 18 FOUND; + 
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ſe bore my Sins on the accurſed Tree; 

et everlaſting Honors crown His Head.— 
Jesus, to Thee I lift my longing Eyes, 

)n Thee alone my Expectations wait, 

\nd Thou canſt far ſurpaſs my Soul's Deſires: 
hou art acquainted with my num'rons Woes, 


hou know'ſt my Wants, my Sorrows; and my Fears, 


) ſend me Conſolation's friendly Balm! 
elp me to caſt my every Care on Thee; 
hine own Alnftghty Arm can well ſuſtain 


This weak, unworthy, guilty, wretched Soul, — 


) let Thy Wiſdom filence each Complaint, 
ind turn my Sighs to Songs of Thankfulneſs. 
\oring Thoughts of Thee I would maintain, 


And in Affliction's Furnace give Thee Praife, 


lelp me upon Thy Faithfulneſs to reſt, 
ſo feed upon Thy Promiſes divine, 


) help my Faith to look within the Veil! 

That I may ſtill endure, as ſeeing Thee, 

Vhoſe Preſence is far dearer to my Soul 

Than Life with all its tranſitory Joys. 

) help me, Lord! I'm Impotence itſelf; 
xpos'd to. Satan's cruel Rage I ſtand, 

[ ſojourn. in a vain inſnaring World, 
There Dangers numberleſs in ambuſh lie; 

) guard and keep my Soul from ev'ry Snare! 

elp me to ſhun the dang'rous Paths of Sin; 

or let me ouce diſgrace thoſe bleſſed Truths 
now profeſs to honour and believe! 


va Things eternal my Aﬀections place; 


That I may grow in Knowledge and in Grace, 


eep'me, my dear Redeemer, by Thy Pow'r;. 


e bought my Ranſom with His precious Blood: 


%. 
% 
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Let not my Tribulations caſt me down, 

But make me more than Conq'ror over all. 
Thou Helper of the Helpleſs, hear my Gries, 
And lead me to thoſe everlaſting. Hills, 

That J, with all Thy Saints, may comprehend 

More of that Love no Mortal can deſcribe, - 
That Love of Thine [feel within my Breaſt, 


N. 


Thou art my Hiling-place, thou ſhalt preſerve me fron 


Trouble, Thou ſhalt compaſi me about qwith Songs « 
Deliverance, Pſalm xxxii. 7. 


XXY HO would not fear Thee, O Thou King of 
Saints! 
Who would not love and glorify Thy Name? 
Who would not place their Confidence in Thee, 
Thou juſt, Thou faithful, cov'nant-keeping God 
O could th' unthinking World but once conceive 

Or taſte the Pleaſures of a holy Life, 
How would they caſt their trifling Toys away, 
And ſtrive to make this Happineſs their own! 
But they are Strangers to the God I ſerve, 
And cannot intermeddle with my Joys ; 
From ſuch I muſt withdraw and hide myſelf, 
I cannot treat them as my boſom-Friends, — 


But ſtop, my Soul! for I muſt drop a Tear, 
Be fore I leave them to their wretched Choice: 
Js there Compaſſion in this Heart of mine? 
Then why, O why ſhould I reſtrain it here, 
And rob its proper Objects of their Due ?— 
No let my Thoughts to God again return. 
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Lord, draw me nearer to Thy bleſſed Self, - 
Txov art my Hope, my Fortreſs, and my Tower; 
My Rock, my Refuge, and my Hiding-place : 
Thou ſhalt defend, Thou ſhalt preſerve my Soul 
From all the Curſes of a blinded Mind, — 
From all th' abounding Errors of this Age,— 
From all the conſcious Pains that Dz1sTs know — 
Thou ſhalt preſerve me, from th' Axminian's Shame? 
From all the Horrors Avr I Not As feel.— 

From all the Terrors that Thou haſt prepar'd 

For Axtan Monfters, and SociN1AN Fools, 
Txov-ſhalt preſerve me, O my gracious God, 

From Satan's threat'ning, faſcinating Snares, 

And from the Dangers of my tender Years ;j— 

Thou ſhalt preſerve me from Deceit and Guile, _ 

From all the Woes on Hypocrites denounc'd, 

From all the Evils of this wretched World: 

And, when my Follies move Thee to chaſtiſe, 
Thou ſhalt preſerve my Soul beneath Thy Rod; 
Yea, Tuov ſhalt teach me to adore Thine Hand, 
To fing e'en then of Mercy and of Love. 

In every Trial and in every Strait 

Thou ſhalt ſuſtain, relieve, and comfort me; 
And when th' awful Hour of Death arrives 
Troy ſhalt preſerve me from its dreadful Sting, 
Shall ſafe conduct me to thoſe happy Realms 
Where I ſhall reſt ſecure from each Annoy 

And ſing and triumph in redeeming Grace; 
There ſhalt Thou ſweetly compaſs me about 
With Songs of Freedom and ſupreme Delight : 
There ſhall my raviſh'd Eyes with wonder gaze 
On HIM whoſe dying Groans procur'd my Joys. 
Olazy Time ! why doſt Thou move ſo flow ? 
Make 
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. 
Make haſte; and ſet my poor, impatient Soul 
Upon her native, much - deſired Land. 
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With Thee is the Fountain of Life. Pſ. xxxvi. . 


and Wiſe, 

Is the rich Fountain of eternal Life ; 

Indulge my Soul, O Lord, with near Acceſs, 
And let me drink of that eternal Spring. — 
Was it prepar'd for Sinners quite undone ? 
Behold, the CuIET or Sinxers is my Name! 
An humbling Senſe of my Unworthineſs 

Is all the Fitneſs that my Soul can bring. — 
Jzsvs, to Thee I ſend my earneſt Cries ; 

I plead Thy free, Thy rich, unbounded Grace. 
Didſt Thou not leave thoſe ſhining Realms above, 
And ſtretch Thine Arms upon th' accurſed Tree, 
To ope this Fountain for my dying Soul ? 
O help me to adore Thy facred Name! 
Teach me the Value of thy precious Blood !— 
How rich, how pow'rful muſt its Virtue be, 
To fatisfy the Juſtice of a GOD,— 
To quench the Curſes of His fiery Law,— 
And work the Sinner's Robe of Righteouſneſs ! 
*T was pure, *rwas holy, conſecrated Blood! 
Nor could the ſmalleſt Taint of Sin be found 


In that all-meritorious, wondrous Flood. 


No: — Twas the Blood of H1M who ſpread the Skies, 


Of Him, whoſe Word this wide Creation form'd, 
Of Him, before whoſe Preſence Gabriel veils, 
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Of Him, whom all the heavenly Hoſts adore 

Of whom I meditate, in Wonder loſt, 
Then bluſh, then weep, and try, tho' all in vain, 
T' expreſs the Pleaſure and the Pain I feel, 


My Soul with holy Gratitude is fill! d. 
While Sympathy and Grief my Breaſt inſpire. 
O what indignant Hatred does ariſe 
Againſt the curſed Murd'rers of my Lord! 
'Twere you, my Sins, that nail'd him to the Tree; 
Twas yon, my Pride; twas you, my Diſcontent ; 
'Twas you, my Unhelief; my vain Deſires, 
Twas you, and on you I will ſeek Revenge; 
Farour with me. you ſeek in vain to find, 
You ſtand condemn'd, and "muſt be crucified, 
That Blood which you fo unrelenting ſhed, 
Shall ſpoil your Pow'r and diive you from my Heart, 
That Isos, whom your Malice crucified, 
Shall quite extinguiſh your malignant Breath: 
Yes, I ſhall live to ſee the joyful Day, 
And Victory, Victory ſing, for evermore ! 


All Glory to my high-exalted Hz ap, 
Who with majeſtic Sway triumphant reigns, 
Who, as a neweflain Lamb, before the Throne 
Srands interceding for a guilty Worm ! 
While in the Fountain of His Blood I bathe, 
My Hope revives, my Faith grows ſtrong and bold . 
feel new Lite, I ſing while Devils roar, 
And drink in Conſolations all divine. 
How few my Pains ! how light are all my Woes! 
Let me no more indulge a murm'ring Thought. 
Stay, Jesus, with my Soul for ever ſtay, 
Nor let my wayward Will once force thee to depart. 
| XII. 


( 158 ) 
CII. 


J have learned in whatſoever State 7 am, therewith to 
be content. Phil, iv. 11. 


HAT manly Courage, what undaunted Leal 


He could for Jeſus* Sake, ſuſtain the Croſs 
Of Perſecution, Poverty, and Pain: 

The Leſſon of Contentment he had found, 
And as an humble Scholar, learnt it well. 


O happy Man ! in every State content ; 

In all Things, well inſtructed from above 

*T was Grace, amazing Grace, taught him to knoy 
Both how to be abas'd and to abound. 

When pinch'd with Hunger and expos'd to Shame, 
Grace to his Mind calm Reſignation en 
He truſted in a God Omnipotent, 
And each Infirmity became his Song. 
*T was Grace that kept his Soul from ev'ry Snare ; 
From Pride in Fullneſs, and from Fear in Want. 
He priz'd the Favour of his Cov'nant-God, 
Above his Food, —above the Smiles of Men,— 
Above the Honors of a dying World, — 
Above the Countenance of lofty Kings, — 
Above the choiceſt Gold, —or richeſt Gems, — 
Above the Joys of Senſe,—above his Life.— 
Sweet Peace with God his zealous Mind enjoy'd ; 
Nor could the Pow'rs of Hell, with all their ares 
De prive his Soul of Comfort ſo divine. 


Here's an Example worthy of Deſire; 
O could I but tranſcribe and make it mine! 
| | But 


Inſpir'd the great, the chief Apoſtle's Breaſ | 


with to 


d Zeal 


Breaſt | 
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But here, I ſtand reprov'd—I bluſh with Shame, 
And mourn my vile and diſcontented Heart, | 90 
Forgive me, O Thou fin-forgiving God! f 
That I ſo much diſhonour Thy great Name; 
Mingle my Woes with all- ſufficient Grace, 
And teach me Reſignation to Thy Will. 


O Thou, in whom my Strength and Courage lies, 
Open Thine Hand and give me what I aſk— 
More ardent Love, to Thee, my Heav'n, my All— 
To Thee, in whom my Happineſs is plac'd ; 
To Thee, thou Life of all my Hopes and Joys— 
Thou Spring of theſe affectionate Deſires ! 
I'd love Thee more, amidſt my ſharpeſt Pains, 
I'd glority Thy Name in all my Wants, 
And praiſe Thee with my laſt expiring Breath: j 
Could I but rule this fooliſh Heart of mine, 1 
I'd break at once the Chain of ev'ry Sin, oy 
I'd tear away this Veil of Unbelief, 
And wear Dejection on my Brow no more. * ; 


Haſte, haſte that happy, that delightful Day, 
When this vile Body ſhall return to Duſt ; , 
When I in Heav'n ſhall ſee my Saviouk's Face, 
And find me perfect in Contentment there, 


XIII. 


Aud the Apoſiles ſaid unto the Lord, Increaſe our Faith, 
Luke xvil. 5. 


s the Apoſtles pray'd : and, O my Soul, 
Do thou repeat the ſhort Petition o'er ! 

Cry, Lord increaſe my Faith, and ev'ry Grace, 

That I may better pleaſe the God I love. 


„ 


Jeſus, 


= 
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Jzsvs, Thou Son of Gor, Deny me not: 
J aſk a rich Increaſe of Things divine. 
O let me have a double Portion here, 
However ſmall my Share in meaner Things ! 


The ſure Foundation, Thou, whereon I build 


My ſolid Hopes of everlaſting Life; 
Thou art the Fountain of all real Good, 
And Grace and Glory fill Thy lib'ral Hands. 


O make my Faith more ſtrong, more vig'rous ſtill, 


That I may vanquiſh Satan helliſh Crew; 
That I may conquer all my inbred Luſis, 
This World, and all that war againſt my Soul ! 


Increaſe my Faith, that I may own Thee juſt, 
And glorify Thy Name in all my Woes, - 
Faith can enliven ev'ry other Grace, 
Can make me joyfal in my ſharpeſt Pains : 
Lord, when I read the Wonders Faith has done, 
I'm all Impatience for its large Increaſe. 


With growing Fervour I repeat the Cry, 
Why ſhould I languiſh —Lord, increaſe my Faith! 
I long Padvance in Holineſs and Love: 
O for that Faith which purifies the Heart, 
That Faith which ſweetly humbles all-the Mind, 


- And fills: the Soul with reverential Fear! 


Hear me, O Lord, nor let me pray in vain ; 
Increaſe my Faith, that I may render Praiſe, 
Aud live a Life more holy, more divine! 


XIV. 


' The Lord is my Shepherd, 1 ſhall not want. Pl. xxiii. 1. 
Bleſſed Words, and welcome to my Soul! 


Jeſus is mine! My Cup of Joy is full: 
| | 00 
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Ves; the great Lord of Heaven and Earth is tk 
My Lord, my Guide, my Shepherd, and my Friend, 
My Righteouſneſs, my Wiſdom, and my Strength! 
In HiM I have enough :—He is my ALL ;— 

Rich are the Paſtures of his bleeding Love; 

All Fuineſs dwells in Him; I ſhall not want.— 

O lead me, Jzsvs, to the ſacred Field, , 
Where Thou by Night and Day doſt watch Thy Flock, 
And let my wond'ring Eyes intenſely gaze 
On all the Glories of Thy Perſon there ; 

O let my Views of Thee grow brighter ſtill, 
Till J, in Heaven, ſhall ſee Thee as Thou art, 
In all the unveil'd Splendor of a Gop! 

My Thoughts would dwell forever on Thy Love:. 
How pieaſing, how reviving is the Theme | 
O let my Heart no more attempt to ſtray | 
No more let unbelieving Fears prevail 
I charge, my Sins and Surrows all, no more 
To interrupt the Pleaſures of my Soul, 

Keep me, my Shepherd, ever near Thy Side, 
Engrave me on the Palm of Thy right Hand, 

And ſet me as a Seal upon Thy Heart; | 
Bind with Love's ſtrongeſt Bands my Heart to Thine, 
Nor let me dare to wander from Thy Fold, | 

Grateful, I truſt Thee, Lord ! and can believe 

Whilſt I rely on thy Almighty Aid, 
My Shepherd will not ſuffer me to Err ;j— 
My Sukrnkxo knows, and will ſupply my Wants, 


15 XV. 
In the Multitude of my Thoughts within me, thy Comforts 
delight my Soul. Pſalm xciv. 19. 


OW active, O how num'rous are my Thoughts! 
How haſtily they fly from Theme to Theme ! 
P 2 _ © Sometimey 
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Sometimes to Heaven they take their aery Flight, 


Then down to Hell as ſwiftly they deſcend, 
Then round this habitable Globe they rove, 
Thro' Seas, and fertile Fields, and Defarts rude. 
Sometimes I roll in Aſſſuence and Pride, 

Then to the Depths of Poverty go down, 
Where I muſt beg my Bread, or ſtarve and die, 


Sometimes I reach a Monarch's ſtately Throne, 


Then to the meaneſt Cottage I retire, 
Thro? various Scenes am hurried to and fro, 


From Health to Sickneſs, and from Life to Death ; 
Vet, in the midit of theſe unnumber'd Thoughts, 


1hy Comforts, O my God, delight my Soul ! 


Thee, Thou eternal Spirit, I adore, 
Who taught me to aſpire to Things divine. 
Thro' whoſe Free- agency I can ariſe 
And bid adieu to all created Things. 

Yea I can tread the World beneath my Feet, 
And looking down pronounce it Vanity, 
When wing'd with Love to Jeſus I can fly 
And towering far above the azure Skies, 

Can unmoleſted triumph in his Smile. 
There I ſurvey the Wonders of His Croſs, 
And count the Bleſſings purchas'd by Ifis Blood. 
With His unerring Word I there converſe, 
And reſt ſecure upon His Faithfulneſs,— 

His Wiſdom, Juſtice, Holineſs, and Love, 
Uniting in Redemption's Work I view, 


Till Meditation kindles into Praiſe : 


Whilſt in the multitude of pleafing Thoughts, 
Thy Comforts, O my God, delight my Soul ! 
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XVI. 
Come, LORD FESUS Rev. xxii. 20. 
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OME, JESUS, thou Deſire of Nations, come! 
Come to my Soul, and tell me Thou art mine! 
Come quickly, Lord! for Thee my Spirits faint, 
For Thee I mourn, for Thee I'm all diſtreſs'd; 
O come, and tell me that I have a Share | 
In all the Bleſſings purchas'd by Thy Blood ! 
Come, for I want to tell Thee all my Woes, . 
And reſt me in the Arms of Thine Embrace.— 
Come, now, and conquer all my Unbelief ; | 
Come, and ſubdue theſe gloomy Doubts and Fears; 
Come, and enrich my Soul with ev'ry Grace, | 
And teach me all the Wonders of Thy Love: 
0 come, and manifeſt Thyſelf to me, 
And let Thine Abſence grieve my Soul no more ! 


Come quickly, Lord, and melt my Heart for Sin + | 
O give me true Repentance ;—"Tis thy Gift: 
And with Repentance bring my Pardon ſeal'd, 
Thou God incarnate, come ! I long to gaze 
Upon Thy wounded Hands, Thy pierced Side, 
And weep o'er thoſe Memorials of my Sin, 


Come, and enlarge my Soul before Thy Throne. 
I want more Freedom there; more near Acceſs 
To Thee, on whom alone my Bliſs depends ; 


Come, Lord, and take my Soul with all its Kev. 1 
Allure my Heart, and let it all be Thine, 
So ſhall my Thoughts be ever fix'd on Thee. 


Come, Lord, and give me Conqueſt o'er the World; 
Aboy, its N and Cr rows letme riſe ; 
n * * 5g I would 
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T would no more lie grov'ling in the Duſt, 
Bt live a Life, like Angels, quite divine. 
But, O it cannot be, while Sin remains, 
And mixes in each Duty I perform— 

It cannot be in this imperfect State. 

O Dzarn! how much art thou to be defir'd, 
Since thou, and thou alone, canſt ſet me free 
From all the filthy, latent Springs of Sin 
Which work inceffint in the carnal Mind, 

In That which is unſanctified as yet 


Till thou thy friendly Office ſhalt perform. 


Come, Jus us, and aſſiſt me to aſpire 
To ſuch degrees of Grace and Holineſs 
As ſhall prepare me for that great Event |! 
O come, and cleanſe my Soul from ev'ry Sin, 
And ever keep me from its dreadful Pow'r. 
I would be holy, as tis Thy Command, 
Yea, Lord, I would be holy as Thou art ; 


J Do I not love Thee for Thy Holineſs— 
'» Becauſe Thou art a Juſt, a Faithful Gop ? 


More of thy Purity I fain would know, 
More of Thine Image I would fain receive 
Come, and ſuſtain my Soul in all my Woes ; 


Make me in all Things to Thy Will reſign'd, 


That I may ever tread Impatience down, 
And grieve the Spirit of Thy Grace no more, 
Jeſus, with all the Ardor of my Soul, 


I now invite and call Thee to my Breaſt: ' 


O hear my earneſt Cry, and haſte away! 
Skip o'er the Hills of my Unworthineſs, 
Leap o'er the horrid Mountains of my Sins, 
Like Light'ning let Thy Preſence theſe deſtroy ;_ 


3 fill my Soul! 
| 9 S. * 
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